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THE QUALITY OF THE TOC H LIFE 


Last month we printed summaries of two talks at the Staff Conference in September, by 
the Recistrar and Новект ЗЕСВЕТАМ, and hoped that the substance of a third talk, by Padre 
Адтнов Howanp (N.W. Area) might soon be available. Here itis. The present version її 
considerably shorter than the origmal talk, which formed the third in a series on “ Тос H 


and the Changing World." 


PY “НЕ heart of Ian Fraser's talk at the Staf Conference was contained in a quota- 
tion that he used: “ We must create a group that is the germ of the new 
order within the old." He followed Hubert Secretan, who, in his amazing descrip- 
tion of the world to-day pleaded for a new philosophy of life. These two form 
my text and, like most padres, I probably shall have very little to say about it. 


The answer to issues like these can only be given satisfactorily in life, not in 
words. At any rate, it ought to be a poem, not a philosophy, a song or Story and 
not an argument. Perhaps if we saw every рост and Story as an attempt to portray 
something of the heart of life, we might be nearer the Kingdom. It is a confession 
of personal failure and disloyalty on my part when I say that I am sorry that I 
cannot sing to you. But in so far as it is rcal to me it comes as colour and song. That 
is why I don't ask any of you to accept what I am saying as right. All I ask is that 
you give it a chance in your thinking about what we have heard this week of a 
groping, uncertain world. 


Helping men to be themselves 


Each of us is doing this already—hclping people to become their truc selves, but 
none of us is satisfied. Part of the trouble is that we confuse what is only accidental 
with what is essential. You remember Tubby's story of the man who was converted 
under a railway arch and who thought thereafter that nobody could be properly 
converted unless it happened under a railway arch. It strikes us as amusing, but 
how true is it of us that we have some railway arch or other to which we are trying 
to drag а man? And perhaps, after all, it is merely a level crossing that he needs. 


Of course, we are alive to this issue since we have to do with men of all denomina- 
tions and of none. But in ordinary circumstances of living it is difficult to judge 
between what is essential and what is not. When we get tired of facing things 
for ourselves it seems easier sometimes to fall back on a tradition. But it is of по 
use to-day. The watchwords and formulations of the past do not, for the most 
part, kindle the imagination of folk to-day. I remember going back to Oxford 


5 . . . 
after the War and finding old friends and making new ones who had passed the 


burning experience of the War through their inmost spirit and had returned with a 
tremendous impulse in their lives to build a better England—men like John Mac- 
murray, R. О. Hall (now Bishop of Hong Kong), Jacks (now Headmaster of 
Mill Hill School). We had the longing to do something, but how and where?— 
that was the question. In this quandary we sought advice from Professor David 
Cairns, of Aberdeen, a man intensely understanding of the spirit of youth. We laid 
our case before him and his reply was pregnant with meaning for to-day. Sympathis- 
ing with all that we werc feeling, he said that neither he, nor did he think anyone 


of his generation, could give us the lead that we needed. It must come out of our 
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life and experience. What the actual lead was we shall come to later. But does 
this frighten us—setting out thus, apparently unprotected? Let me say two things 
for our comfort and the confirming of our faith. 


The Search for Expression 

1. The demand for an adequate life is universal. It is part of the privilege 
of a man to rush to fulfil completely all that is within his heart. This is the 
meaning of creation on its human side—the search for full expression. It has 
shown itself in a myriad ways. Every adventure, every philosophy, every poem is a 
manifestation of it. Even those that have been called “ dumb oxen,” Ше clod-like 
folk apparently without a spark, have this within them. Behind every form, 
however different, it is the same striving. 

The Old Testament pictures its realisation between God and man. St. Paul saw 
the way to it as thc victory of the spirit over the unseen forces of evil. In Faust 
we sce it as the fight between a double man. In Hamlet we have a man trying to 
think his way through, as also in Plato. The popular idea of it is God and the 
Devil working for a man’s Life. In the poets there is a marked preference for 
considering it as a journey, a voyage, an adventure. The loveliest story of ancient 
Greece is the account of a man, Ulysses, seeking through ten long years and with 
many a buffeting and disaster to find his way to his home and throne. And in 
the end he arrives to find all for which he hoped—the sacredness of his home, a 
wife inviolate, his lands and people ready to welcome him. And his youth is 
renewed, strength comes upon him and he appears almost god-like. Something like 
that is taking place in every man. But it is Jesus who shows той simply and 
most adequately all that this desire of men is. Не describes it as the longing of a 
child to be at home with its Father and the Peace and Joy of life are to be found in 
the communion between Father and child. 


The End of the Search 

2. And that brings me to the next thing I want to say. There is an Eternal 
reality which is the end of men’s search. Schiller says “А God is—a Holy Will 
lives, however the human heart may stagger. And though all creatures groan in 
a circle of change, yet high above all the weavings of time and of change, and 
unchanging in the mids of change, there dwells one quiet spirit.” That is what 
the scientist is feeling after when he says that the world is reasonable, when he 
expects it to be truc to itself. But we say more, that it is Personal. And more still, 
that God Himself seeks. He is always showing Himself and honest hearts will 
come together in Him. АЙ our aspiration is a response to Him, called out by Him 
just as in the physical world the eye that seeks for the light has been brought into 
being in response to light. That is the answer to those who say that the way of 
personal judgment and experience will end in chaos. It was the method of Jesus 
with His friends and its indication is found in the Fellowship at Pentecost. It is 
worth waiting long, it is worth suffering much to achieve such an end. 

What are the idcal conditions for a man to become his true self? Of course, 
the answer depends оп whom you ask. It is my conviction that the Бей, in the end 
the only, way is that of Jesus—the way He took—the way He opens up for men. 
I say that because I believe He has become the object of religious veneration because 
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Не was first of all the subject of a full religious experience. No less striking than 
His fearless moral independence is His complete religious dependence upon God. 
But even thus He comes not as a higher law-giver than Moses, but as one with a 
Gospel. His Gospel is not His words, it is Himself. His words do give us a clue, 
but it is not in a mere knowledge of these things that the solution lies. It is some- 
thing which has to be discovered experimentally by each man for himself and all 
that he needs is life as he finds it, as it presents itself to him with its tasks, interests, 
calls, associations. But we shall not get very far without the thread, the clue that 
Jesus gives. It is a double one, but the two make one. First, there is the acceptance 
of, and the worship of, the great core of life whom Jesus speaks of so intimately as 
“ My Father,” and then there is the acceptance of the reverence for men and women. 
But His way of leading men to see the first is through the second. And in this 
there are two nerves, so to speak—a man finding himself and finding other people. 
And yet these two are one also. Не Started with a group of friends and RE 
them to open their eyes to see what actually was going on. That has to be done 
individually. We must see for ourselves. Whether we are in or out depends on 
whether having eyes we see or not. He threw them back on themselves waiting for 
the miracle to happen. And it happened. А new Stage in their education could then 
be begun. They were called on to be loyal to what they had scen in the confidence 
that they would be brought together into a family. It wasn't sufficient for each to 
be satished with an individual loyalty, they must become one in a living way. It 
was slow. It needed Calvary and Easter Day and even then it has not happened. 
But fifty days later their selfish desires have ceased. They become a truc Fellowship; 
no proprietary feelings are left, all jealousy is gone and power comes upon them 
and they are equipped to go out and turn the world upside down—or rather, right 
side up. 
Ourselves as Persons 


What happened to that little group of men is what is wanting to happen in the 
life of every man. This is our certainty as we welcome men of every kind into 
Toc H. It is a process that inevitably begins in everyone as he grows up. The 
trouble is that we get side-tracked and miss the full wonder and richness and power 
of life. What is the way of it? It is the learning by cach onc to love personally, 
to think of ourselves as persons with all the self-respect that that brings; to think 
of everyone else as a person and not as an instrument. And isn’t that Toc H? That 
is what is and has been at its very heart all the time. That is the lesson learned 
from the War. But we don’t believe it. We are beginning to mistrust it. We 
think it needs more than that. Yes, if we are going to accept the normal view of 
friendship. But if we are ready to offer to one another that comradeship that we 
realised in 1914-18 we shall win. It didn’t matter then who was a man’s grand- 
mother. It didn’t matter if he had been a naughty boy. We found the eternal 
in him. When we have that again we shall be creating the conditions whenever 
a man can be, and will want to be, his truc self. We shall create conditions in 
which he can find God—in which God can find him. Finding God! Is that 
true? Yes, if we will just part the mere way in which it is shown to us and realise 
the oneness bchind every expression of this creative comradeship. This thing is not 
me-it is not you—it is you and me and the Spirit of our life together. It is the 
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Holy Spirit. I find God there їп you. And Не finds me through you. He 
calls me in life through the hopes and fears, the aspirations and needs of men. And 
рва to Him in life. And I know that this is entry into the kind of experience 
to which Jesus invites men and women. This is the secret that kings and wise men 
have sought and, as always, it is revealed to plain men. 


The Method—The Spirit—The Victory 

What is the method of it? Praying. Praying first of all as the discipline of 
mind and heart to find out what one’s life really wants to do and to be, and con- 
centrating on it. Praying then as living in communion with God and therefore 
inevitably with all those who are sharing this experience. And last, praying as 
seeking that all life shall become adequate and free. What then does it matter if we 
meet opposition? In our hearts there is peace even amidst tribulation, there is joy 
even in want. There can never be loneliness because we are eternally joined with 
all who have ever lived with this faith in their hearts and who have passed on the 
light. 

What is the spirit of it? Leaders and followers without distinction or precedence. 
No one wants to claim aught for himself; no one desires to be pre-eminent, knowing 
that cach in time is the vehicle for the expression of the same love and power. 


There may be difficulties—the obstacles may appear insurmountable but we can 
20 оп. В. ] $. said: “It is better to travel hopefully than to arrive." I would 
almost say: “ It is better to travel hopefully than to Stand still." But it isn’t hopeless, 
for everyone that secks finds. What is the reality of it? Living in God’s world 
as His Children knowing that in all things God is dealing with us in love. There- 
fore in all things there is light and not darkness. We are not to choose according 
to some private desire or convenience of our own, but to take life's cup as it comes 
and drain it without fear. It is a victory over inertia—the thought that “as things 
have been they remain." Just as the tree is something that grows in the inorganic 
world and yct is not of it, and as every tree of the forest is a victory over the world, 
so are we to be in the world of things yet not enslaved by them, using them so that 
we win the mastery and dwell in the full sunlight of Goa. 

It is the two or three gathered together in the name of the highest that they know, 
the best that they have зесп. The two becoming three and the three four as the 
witness spreads. 

That is what the world is seeking. It is something that is to our very hands. 


It is, too, the way that Jesus took.  Mightn't we give it a real chance? 
A. E. H. 
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Sending glad beams unto the sacred earth—they know 
And whisper to the ear attuned . . . your brother! 


You! who Stand before his grave 

In sorrow, prayer, or thankful pride 

That he should make such sacrifice for you— 
Your hands are red, 

Your heart is guilty and your prayers 
Impotent as the drifting smoke, 

If firm resolve starts not within your breast 
'That wars shall cease, 

That bloody slaughter, murder man by man, 
Shall pass from this our world 

And peace our God would will 
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ТОС H IN BUSINESS 


This is the Slory of an experiment sill in its early flages—the invasion, from within, of 
a big business house by Toc Н, to the advantage of both. It is here recorded because it 
may well offer ideas for similar experiments elsewhere. The prime mover in this joyful 
venture has been Brian Dickson (Thames Valley ініс; Central Executive). 


Т TNILEVER HOUSE is one of the great commercial buildings which has helped 

in post-war years to change the face of London. Occupying the site of thc 
old De Keyser’s Hotel, its long curving frontage rises like a cliff as you enter the 
City from the South over Blackfriars Bridge and forms a noble corner to the great 
range of buildings on the Victoria Embankment. As the headquarters of the world- 
wide activities associated with the name of Lever, it houses during business hours 
2,750 souls. An almost microscopic proportion of these formed the Toc H team 
less than two years ago, but already they begin to affect many morc than themselves. 
A precious * Log Book,’ kept by them from the Start, and a little magazine, extremely 
neatly typed by women members of the Staff in spare time, provide the modest 
record of their venture from which the following account is gleaned:— 


“Tt all happened " (says their magazine, The Acorn) “ through a Toc Н badge meeting 
a Toc Н tie on the landing of the first floor. The badge and the tic agreed to look 
for others, and in a few weeks the Toc H Team reached double figures and invited 
itself to an ‘ Inaugural Luncheon.” Other lunches followed, and in discussing the possi- 
bility of jobs someone suggested that they ‘might give the boys a hand.’ They set 
out in search of them during the lunch-hour and found some of them, not many, sharing 
a room with the Commissionaires, a few cating their lunch (of the pocket variety), others 
playing with ha’pennies on a table. This was no great fun for the Old Soldiers or the 
youngsters. Further enquiry led to the fact that there were 136 boys below cighteen years 
of age within the building and that 55 of these were below sixteen. The firm readily 
agreed to the suggestion of a mceting of the boys to discuss the possibility of Starting 
a Lunch-Hour Club. A ‘General Mecting ' was a bit of a thrill. It suggested dividends 
as well as votes of thanks to the Staff. The room was packed and ventilation nil. After 
the adventure had been outlined to them the youngest boy was asked what he thought 
of the idea and he made the best speech of the meeting with the one word, ' Fine." 


The foregoing paragraph represents six weeks of carcful planning and diligent 
work. First, the Toc H members had to be discovered in the building; then an 
invitation was issued to them in the following terms:— 

“I have promised Tubby that while he is away їп West Africa (as the guest of the 
firm) we will get together a Toc H Team in Unilever House to welcome him on his 
return and do his bidding. I would be glad if members and probationers of Toc H in 
Unilever House would lunch with me at No. 42, Trinity Square, at 1,20 p.m., on 
Wednesday, January 11, when we can get to know cach other and discuss the future." 
Seven men, all from different units of Toc H and different departments of the 

firm, turned up in response to this invitation. They appointed a Secretary and 
agreed to meet every other Wednesday at the Lunch Club in Trinity Square. Some 
wecks later their discussions led them to their first job—the attempt to do something 
in the lunch hour for the boys among thcir fellow-employees. They then brought 
representatives of the firm's Boxing and Scout Clubs into their counsels. The next 
move was to approach the ‘ Powers that be '——the Staff and establishment оћсег— 
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who promised to help them in every way possible. They were given the use of a 
room and of a kitchen on one floor of the building. At the same time, a member of 
the L.W.H. on the Staff found a team of eighteen ladies to run the canteen as 
‘ Nippies '; they have done invaluable service, giving up their own lunch hours to the 
work. With a committee of management consisting of representatives of the Boxing 
and Scout Clubs, of the boys themselves and of Toc H, the Unilever Boys’ Club was 
launched at the end of February, 1933. “ From that day,” says The Acorn, “ things 
began to take shape . . . Eighteen months have passed. Our membership has 
risen to 70. We all have excellent appetites. The canteen does a roaring trade and 
pays a handsome dividend, all of which goes back into the Club funds. Boys over 
sixteen subscribe 3d., those under sixteen pay 2d. a week, and out of this regular 
income the Club Room is already well equipped with ping-pong tables, chess, 
draughts, dominoes and a good supply of weekly papers, while the same fund 
subsidises our weck-end camps and frames the Club photographs decorating the 
walls of our Club Room. We are indebted to the Firm for providing a most 
efficient luncheon-bar, complete with electric urn, sink and cupboards—something 
really worthy of the ‘ Nippies ' who serve us." 


But “ running a Boys’ Club " does not express the whole aim of Toc H— though 
too often the stranger is allowed to carry this phrase away as a summary of our 
raison d'étre. In Unilever House the Boys’ Club is but a natural expression of 
the spirit which moves a little team of теп. From the first the Team looked wider 
and deeper than a cheap lunch for boys. This emerges clearly in a very early 
memorandum which is preserved in the ' Log Book’ of the Team:— 


“ 


1. Our first and greatest opportunity is to put all that is Бей in Toc H into our 
own jobs. This is so obvious and so important that it seems unnecessary to enlarge upon it. 


"2. Toc 11 in Unilever House must grow from small beginnings, slowly but surely. 
The decision to meet at lunch is not only for convenience but because it will offer an 
opportunity to invite as our guests other members of the firm who may learn to care 
for Toc Н if they see in it something worth while. This vision of Тос H must come 
through us, and if it is unattractive the fault lies not with Toc H but with ourselves. 


*3. Our team must never aim at being a Branch or Group of Toc H. As we find 
fellows showing an interest in Toc Н we must pass them on to the unit пеаге& to their 
homes, though at the same time keeping touch with them ourselves. In this way 
we shall help the units concerned, and by exchanging ideas amongst ourselves we shall 
also help our own. 


“ 


4. With the co-operation of the Staff Controller’s Department it might be possible 
to help office and messenger boys joining the firm early in life . . ." ( This has come 
true: eighteen months later The Acorn is able to зау:—“ We receive from the Staff 
Controller the name of every boy on his first joining. We hunt him out in this huge 
building on the day of his arrival, finding him at the age of fourteen rather lonely and 
bewildered. He is given a few words of welcome and invited to become an honorary 
member of the Club for a fortnight. During that time he can form his own opinion of 
it, while the members are asked to treat him as their guest and make him feel at home. 
We are hoping that most of these boys will join the Club and remain in it for three 
or four years. During that time they will learn to take a pride in their own Club 
and in the Firm itself, imbibing something of the team spirit and contributing to the 
Firm the value of their own personalities. They will begin to realise that, whatever our 
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position in the Firm may be, we are all members of the same (сат, and that others 
will judge the Unilever Boys’ Club, not by its Club Room, but by the spirit shown 
by its members in their own departments throughout Unilever House.”) 


"5. Later on we might get in touch with Toc H in those towns where Unilever 
have works (e.g. Warrington, Leeds, Bristol, etc.) and through them complete our records 
of Toc H fellows serving with Unilever. When young members of the staff arc trans- 
ferred from one branch of the firm to another, Toc H could aim at helping them in 
their new surroundings on the lines adopted by Toc H Overseas! Office." (This principle 
has since been extended: a later note in the ‘Log Book’ says:—‘ A number of ‘ Coast 
Probationers ' of the United Africa Company (one of the Unilever companies) are taking 
an interest in Toc Н and the Unilever Boys’ Club, and two of these leave for the West 
Coast this month. These probationers, spending probably a year in the office here and 
then going out to Nigeria or the Gold Coast, should form a very valuable link between 
Toc H here and on the Coast. Our team is arranging to write to them every month.”). 


“6. After a few months quiet but useful building we might consider an occasional 
Unilever Guest Night at Tower Hill, to which we could invite, as our guests, Directors 
and Managers in the firm who, having seen the value of Toc H, might consider lending 
a hand as Builders or General Members. In this way the existence of Toc H in Unilever 
House will become known and we shall be judged on our merits. We cannot ask for more 
than that.” 


Such was the original programme of the Team. Its members work within the 
walls of one building but their circle, for all that, is capable of almost indefinite 


expansion. Ín a later memorandum in their * Log Book’ they write:— 


“ Amongst our ‘neighbours’ we must certainly include the half-dozen newsvendors 

who spend their very draughty working-day in propping up the wall of Unilever House, 
and that much larger number of our fellow-men who pass the night on the Embankment, 
when we have all departed to our comfortable homes. How we can help them best needs 
careful thought, but it is a good Start to remember that we are within the building and 
they just outside, while the tables might have been so easily reversed if chance had 
favoured them instead of us. 
“ Опе more suggestion. We should get to know the Commissionaires and lift-men better 
than we do. Their’s must be a dull job, more monotonous сусп than some of ours. 
Couldn't we ‘do something about it,’ perhaps by helping them to Start a Lunch Club 
of their own? А lunch bar and a billiard table might make all the difference to their 
day, while amongst a fine body of men there must be many who have something worth 
while to give to the building of Toc Н in Unilever House.” 


The ‘ Log Book’ of this little Team bears witness to a truc idea already in parts 
realised. It is a delightful medley of the grave and gay, a scrap-book of private 
business and personal reflections, of camps and GueSt-nights, of work and play. 
It opens with the Toc H Prayer and the purpose of that runs through all its pages. 
One contributor sums the matter up thus: “ We are a small team in a very large 
building. Toc H will help us to realise that there is a higher purpose in life than 
‘getting on,’ or paying dividends, or even making soap and margarine. We are 
concerned with these things but also with the spirit in which we do them. That 
spirit must be one of giving, not of getting, of thinking of others rather than of 
ourselves, Striving ‘ to seek in all things the mind of Christ,’ even in Unilever House 
— ог, better still, especially there. For it is there where we spend the main portion 


of our active lives." 
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A PROGRAMME EXPERIMENT 


Y TRIED it out 674 on a Rover Crew, but there is no reason why it should 
1 not work just as well with a bunch of Toc 11 members. I asked each of my 
fellows to write a story. They were dumbfounded and said it could not be done. 
I pointed out that the Story need only be a few words and I was sure they would 
be able to write something. Here was the big idea. 


“You have overhead a snatch of conversation—just one sentence: ‘I wouldn’t 
take on a job like that.’ Who said those words, and to whom, and in what 
circumstances? ” 


The solutions varied considerably. No two were alike. All were interesting 
and some of them showed considerable ingenuity. Probably any pilot will get just 
as good a bunch by putting a similar problem to his crew. Неге is the Skipper's 
Story: 


“Т wouldn't take on a job like that” 


When I sat down to write this Story, I had no intention of drawing on personal 
experience. But while I was waiting, pen in hand, wondering what to write, there 
was suddenly conjured up in my mind a picture of a billet in а dereliét farmhouse 
in Méaulte, a few miles south of Albert, on the Somme front in 1915. It was 
little more than four walls and a roof, and it looked on to a midden heap, but it 
served us as Company Officers’ Quarters. 

We had just come back from the line after our first spell of real warfare, and we 
had had a rough time, about 50 men of the battalion killed, and a number wounded. 
Ош company зс юг had twice been blown up by mines, and we had been lucky 
to escape with so light a casualty ligt. The Second in Command of the Battalion 
had just looked in on а visit. He had been much impressed by a young officer 
of the regiment to which we had been attached, who begged his colonel one night 
to let him go on patrol, crawling on his stomach in No-man's-land. “ Stout fellow," 
said the major. “ Fool," said Gussie, а“ second-loot’ three days senior to me, "1 
wouldn't take on a job like that, would you, Ernest? ” 

“Not unless I had to. I'm not asking for trouble." 

“Ко, nor I," said Gussie. 

“ Nonsense,” said the major, “ you'll both be begging to go, as soon as you get 
used to the line." 

But we laughed, for we knew better. 

The scene changed in memory to a rocky hill, blasted by shell fire, eighteen 
months later—and miles away on the Doiran front in Macedonia. Our battalion 
had attacked the enemy trenches and captured them, and had driven off the enemy’s 
counter-attacks. Then came a terrific bombardment from the heavies and trench 
mortars, and our men had to withdraw to the sheltered slope of the hill. While 
lying there, awaiting the next move, it became painfully evident that one of the 
enemy had crept up to the crest of the hill and was lobbing bombs with deadly 
accuracy on to our line, causing devilish damage. Not only was he knocking out 
too many of the boys, but he was demoralising the rest. 
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That would not do. If they lost confidence, we might as well pack up and go 
back at once to our own trenches. What was to be done? Мо UE. advance was 
possible, until the whole line was prepared to move. In the meantime, casualties 
were coming one after another. He must be stopped somehow. No time to ask 
for volunteers—besides, you can’t hand over the dirty work like that. 

** Stretcher-bearers! " “ There’s another! 
go and finish that devil ов!” 


“ Wouldn't take on a job like that! " Like what? Мо time for argument. You 
can't ask what a job is like when it is waiting to be done. You just go and do it. 


Rifle and bayonet in hand, Gussie crawled forward on hands and knees, pacifist 
at heart, but at the moment merely concerned for the safety of his men. 


Somebody was threatening them. Не couldn't Stand that, so out he went. A 
few minutes later the bombs stopped, and Gussie returned to his post, saying: “ That's 
that!" А grim smile was on his lips, and his bayonet was wet and red. 

Soon the line advanced again, and was тег with a devastating fire. For a 
time the lads held on, well down the slope; then they were forced back. On they 
went again, and once more were forced to withdraw, and in the ding-dong struggle 
Gussie was wounded, and again wounded, and then yet again. Мо other officer 
was left to take over, so he just carried on, until the inevitable happened and ће 
stopped one too many and passed on to the Hall of Memory. 


Damn! Sergeant, take over! 1 must 


And now? For him no grave, save that of an unknown soldier. Мо cross 
in a heroes’ cemetery, save that which records hundreds of names of his comrades, 
all registered as “ missing." 

For some time, the hill was abandoned, and blown to blazes by the artillery 
of both sides. Before it was re-occupied, the bodies of the dead had passed beyond 
recognition. 

“I wouldn't take on a job like that." No, not voluntarily, Gussie, but given 
the need and the opportunity, you rose to the occasion, as we always knew you 
would. Ernest RILEY. 


THE OPEN HUSTINGS 
"n The Friendly to the Lonely " 


Dear EDITOR, 


the situation, which have been brought home 
to me. 
Linking up with the local unit of Toc H 


Recently it has again fallen to my lot to 
Start life in a new place, and once more the 
doubt has arisen in my mind whether their 
duty to a man in this position is sufficiently 
rccognised by Branches and Groups. Spas- 
modically I have realised the fact in the past, 
trying to offer a ' home from home' to a 
few such men, whether connected with 
Toc Н or not. But I had almost forgotten 
how desperately lonely it is possible for the 
“chap in digs” to be, nor the dangers of 
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should satisty this acute need for companion- 
ship, yet often the fulfilment does not extend 
beyond the weekly meeting. Now if the 
phrase “reconciliation between man and 
man " has a practical translation it stands for 
* mateyness,' but even in units whose fellow- 
ship is warmest there is a tendency to become 
a closed circle which does not readily assimi- 
late the newcomer. 1 am forced to wonder 
how many opportunities have been lost, and 
potential members of Toc H estranged in 


this way. Men attracted to Toc Н by the 
glamour of fellowship in service have come 
to realise after a while that though their 
presence at meetings and participation in jobs 
was welcome, the unit had little to offer 
besides. 


Whilst not wishing to disparage the mass 
of useful and sacrificial service being done in 
the name of Toc H, much of this is parallel 
to what is being done by persons belonging 
to other organisations or to no organisation at 
all, The unique contribution of Toc H to our 
day is just what we sum up as “ neighbour- 
liness.”” Other bodies, including the churches, 
no doubt regard this as their sphere: yet I 
doubt if any movement has in practice such 
opportunities of carrying out that ideal as 
come to our varied membership. But even 
here the job right under our noses is apt to 
be overlooked in favour of the more 
organised forms of service. 


Giving the newcomer a welcome is not 
always as simple as it sounds. То the 
member with family responsibilities, to whom 
the "job" lends itself most naturally, the 
expense of entertaining even in a modest way 
can be an undue burden—but why should it 
he assumed. that the matter is solely the con- 
cern of members with homes? Various diffi- 
culties arise, of course, but the thing that 
matters is for members to realise the lot of 
the “ bloke in digs ” and they will solve them 
in their own way. 


Yours sincerely, 
Back ВЕМСНЕК. 


Cheshire. 


“ Blokes ” in Toc Н 


Dear EDITOR, 

Your correspondent, Dr. Tanner, on the 
subject of ‘ Blokes’ must, I think, have been 
reading the thoughts of many of us interested 
in Toc H. I can find no definition in the 
dictionary of ‘ Bloke,’ and the word does not 
appeal to me as a sincere and friendly 
expression of goodwill and is foreign to one’s 
own vocabulary. Why therefore, introduce 


it in a movement like Toc H? We are 
content to call ourselves and neighbours 
‘Friends’ and ‘ Fellows.’ 


Yours sincerely, 


Perranporth. Е. Trevor Rosinson. 


Dear EDITOR, 
Sing a song of Blokage, 
Blokage rough and strong, 
Marching out of Wipers 
When the world was going wrong. 


Sing a song of Тос H ‘Bloques’ 
Gathered round a Flame— 

Now a set of ‘ Fellahs’ 
Who try to do the same. 

Sing it very sweetly, sing it very low, 
Lest “ Old Bill” should mutter, 

* Good Gawd! what is this show? " 


London. OLD SWEAT. 


Epiror’s Note: И is worth noting that 
the use of the words ‘ Bloke’ and ‘ Blokage’ 
in Toc H has a very definite origin. ARCHIE 
Turner, Fellow of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, was killed in the ranks in 1916. 
Before his death he wrote a small pamphlet 
on “ A proposed Club for the Promotion of 
True Hilarity,” which їп many ways was а 
foreseeing of Toc H. This was published in 
the special Toc H number of The Challenge 
weekly on June 21, 1922; republished in the 
מהאתטסן‎ of August, 1924; republished again 
as recently as the JounNaL of November, 1933. 
The preface to his pamphlet was written in 
the quaint style he was wont to use in соп- 
versation. It contains such sentences as :— 
“It’s extraordinary how all the business (1.2., 
war-time) makes one realise the value of 
blokes. To think of things is mouldier and 
mouldier but to think of blokes is continually 
reviving . . . If there could only get an idea 
about that it would be a good thing to be 
poor in things and excel in blokage!” This 
has often been quoted, especially tn early days 
of Toc H, and ts the undoubted origin of the 
words in our vocabulary. Especially in some 
places overseas the words are normally used 
now by Toc H members. 
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MULTUM IN PARVO 


Very many members, especially in the‏ שג 
Southern Area, will be sorry that Padre‏ 
“Вил.” Evans is leaving us at the end of the‏ 
year. The good wishes of all will go‏ 
with him in his new work аз Chaplain-‏ 
Superintendent, Merseyside Mission to бса-‏ 
men.‏ 


У: LesLie Woop has been transferred to the 
South Eastern Area as Assistant Area Secret- 
ary, in view of the forthcoming division, from 
January 1, of the Area into the Kent and the 
Surrey-and-Sussex Areas. F. Wyatr Joyce 
has joined the staff as Assistant Editorial 
Secretary. 


У: Dick Tuomas, from the Accounts Depart- 
ment, is acting temporarily as Secretary, 
Western Área. 


У: Неагисй congratulations to Padre ‘ Boss’ 
Еокр on his engagement to Miss Eve 
WELCHMAN. 


%: Padre Неквект Leccate, who will be 
returning from New Zealand in the early 
Spring, is to be Padre of the Kent and Surrey- 
Sussex Areas, from about the beginning of 
March. Padre Сизвевт Миллам5 will then, 
without ‘moving house,’ become Padre of 
Southern London. 


X: Rex CarxiN and ‘Greeno’ are expected 
back from Australia about the end of January. 
A few weeks later ALAN Cow ine (East Mid- 
lands Area Secretary) will be leaving for 
Adelaide, South Australia, to act as Secretary 
of the new Australian Executive (see page 
430). The new Exccutive, which will be the 
link between the six Australian Areas and the 
rest of Toc H, asked for the help of a mem- 
ber of our staff to continue the work of 
*Regron, our Australian team. The 
generosity of one of our members has enabled 
us to send Alan. 


Товву5 great success in raising money for‏ מע 
Toc H Southern Africa has made it possible‏ 
—as is plainly necessary—to consider an in-‏ 
crease of the whole-time staff. MICHAEL‏ 
Wesrropp has been selected as GEOFFREY‏ 
ManriN's successor at the Southern African‏ 
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H.Q. at Johannesburg, and will be sailing 
early in the Spring. В. P. T. ANDERSON, 
lately Hon. Secretary, Transvaal, has been 
appointed whole-time Transvaal Area Sec- 
retary, and arrives in England on November 5 
to spend three months seeing Toc H at home 
before Starting on his new work. Other 
appointments are being considered, but none 
ot these are likely to affect the Area staff at 
home. Nor will assistance from “ central 
funds " be required. 


#2 We hope to have Grorrrey Martin home 
again in August next year at latest. It is 
proposed then to send a lay member of the 
staff to New Zealand to continue Padre 
Leggate’s work. Funds for this also have 
been provided by a generous member. 


Cusack WaLrov's new work for the‏ שג 
C.M.S. is taking him back to India for a‏ 
short time: he sails on November 29 and is‏ 
to return in March. Meanwhile, the Leprosy‏ 
Campaign continues. A. J. WHEELER has‏ 
been appointed as whole-time Secretary by‏ 
the Joint Committee representing Toc H and‏ 
B.E.L.R.A. Gerratp 5ТОМЕНАМ has volun-‏ 
teered to carry on at 47, Francis Street, the‏ 
work of spreading intormation in Toc H‏ 
about the campaign, in place of Harry‏ 
Wirney, who has gone to Bishop's College,‏ 
Cheshunt.‏ 


"f Georce Foster, Vicar of Box, Wilts., has 
been appointed an Hon. Assoctation Padre. 


У: Squadron Leader Gorpon, Hon. Com- 
missioner for the R.A.F., is now working 
with Ronald Grant at the Wallingford 
Colony, Turner’s Court, Benson, Oxon. 


У: Congratulations to the following new 
Branches :—Eastern London — DAGENHAM; 
East Midlands—Bricc, CHAPEL-EN-LE-FRITH, 
Kirksy-In-ASHFIELD, Lone Eaton, Mark 
Eaton, New Емогамр, Ѕрлірімс; India and 
Burma—Pesuawar; Northern London— 
Crouch END, GnaNGE Park, TOTTENHAM; 
Southern Атеа--Амроуек, Нисн WYCOMBE, 
MarLow, Newsury, Ото PORTSMOUTH; 
Western London—East МогЕ5ЕУ ; West Mid- 
lands—SoLIHULL. 


KINGSLEY FAIRBRIDGE 


Our newspapers at home recently have contained a good deal about the Fairbridge Farm 
School scheme in Australia. Ronnie Wraitu, who has come in touch with the work on the 
spot, contributes the following article from Australia. 


." Kingsley Fairbridge was a man whose unquestioning, selfless devotion to an idea lifted 
him entirely above the common run, onc of those ‘ warriors of the sighting brain’ whose 
lives are a song and Star to lead their generation.”—Tue Rr. Ном. L. S. Amery, P.C. 


O day last January, whilst Standing about the platform at Waterloo, waiting 
for the Boat Train to take us to Southampton, and trying to reconcile myself 
to the appearance of my future fellow passengers, I saw for the first time in my 
life the name Fairbridge. It appeared upon some packing cases, labelled ‘ Fairbridge 
Farm School, Pinjarra, Western Australia, Via Fremantle’; attached to this baggage 
were a score of emigrant children. During the next four weeks we saw these children 
daily; indeed they obtruded themselves on the attention, for our modest 14,000 tonner 
was insufficient both for their needs and ours. Technically the Boat Deck was 
forbidden ground, but by the time Malta had slipped astern they had won the 
entire vessel. At Port Said, being green and inexperienced, we bought them enormous 
quantities of Turkish Delight, an enterprise frowned upon by the wiseacres, who 
prophesied childish agonies, if not a slow and painful death. The subsequent 
successful consumption of this luxury was perhaps sufficient guarantee that the con- 
stitution of these future Empire builders was equal to the hardships of a pioneering 
life. Later still, sometime in March, I found myself in the Chaplain’s Study on 
the Farm School itself, and from his shelves I took down a book—The Autobiography 
of Kingsley Fairbridge—which has since travelled round with me to Northern 
Queensland, a silent reminder of the universal frailty of human nature where the 
borrowing of books is concerned. Some day I mean to return it to him, but it 
will be a wrench, for his Story captured me completely; this book, the company of 
the emigrant children on the boat, and the glimpse I had of the Farm School at 
Pinjarra established him firmly among my private gallery of heroes. I longed for 
him to grace the pages of the Journat, alongside some account, which I am not 
qualified to write, of the запе& emigration scheme in existence. My acquaintance 
with the experts on the subjeét was limited to a lady who had been one of the guardian 
angels of the children on the voyage out, but when I asked her recently to write 
what I wanted, her horrified refusal left me with the sole alternative of doing the 
job myself. 


Splendid Childhood 


Kingsley Fairbridge was South African born. His early days, as told in his 
autobiography, are chiefly remarkable as a dazzling contrast to one’s own childhood. 
As a little boy of 12 he would roam free and single-handed over the half-explored 
territory of Mashonaland, with a gun, a dog, sometimes a native boy; roaming for 
roaming’s sake, or, as more often happened, going out ahead of his father, a 
Government Surveyor, building survey beacons and preparing his ground. He rubbed 
shoulders in these days with the first pioneers, the bridge builders, railway builders, 
Empire builders of the high veld. He would walk 60 miles as a matter of course. 
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At the age of 15 he went north from Umtali (his home, so far as he had a home) 
to Salisbury with a party of gold seekers, later left them and made his own way 
with a few boys through unexplored wastes, shewn on the survey map as “ Elephants 
and Thick Bush,” right through to the Zambesi River, a journey hae achieved by 
very few white men. In a matter-of-fact way he tells his adventures, which really 
bear comparison with those recently popular among highly equipped and heavily 
financed cinematograph expeditions, with onc cye on big game and one eye on 
the box office receipts. A curious childhood—the Boy Scout’s dream! 

He tells this part of his Story in an odd Staccato style, vivid and interesting, 
and - here and there with passages of singular beauty. I was enthusiastic 
over this :— 


“А lad of thirteen, dressed in knickers and shirt sleeves, I walked on the outskirts 
of the Empire, where the shouting of men, the ring of hammers on stone, and the 
thud of picks in the baked earth were always in my ears. I saw the dust blow 
from the rising embankments, and the rocks rent asunder in the cuttings. Fig and 
thorn and kafir-orange vanished before the axes; villages of grass and canvas sprang 
to life amidst the virgin veld. Men sang along the flanks of the mountains, within 
whose caves the forgotten Bushman had painted his gallery of beast and tree and 
battle. The little Streams did not know themselves; perspiring bodies gloried in 
their crystal clearness, where, perchance, men had never washed before. The long 
brown grass yielded her crop of thatch. The опе faces of the sleepy kopjes were 
rent with dynamite, that the bridges of the British people might be established in 
security. The wild bees were pestered with a score of thieves. The baboons shouted 
at the intruders; the horned game fled weStward to the Sabi.” 


As a very small boy, Struggling home from one of his expeditions, alone, Starving, 
miserable from heat and thirst, the vision came to him of that rich but unpeopled 
land dotted with farms and homesteads; a vision that was to become the mainspring 
of his life; a vision which grew to Steadfast resolve with his first glimpse of a London 
slum; which found expression in the University of Oxford; which took shape in the 
founding of the Child Emigration Society; which endures now in the solid, prosperous 
buildings of the Pinjarra farm. But the story is leaping ahead of itself. 


The Complete Undergraduate 

As the years go by we 506 Fairbridge as a bank clerk in Umtali, which did not 
fit him very well. Later as a market gardener. Eventually, with his flair for the 
unexpected and the seemingly impossible, as a Rhodes Scholar. (Early in the book 
is a delightful glimpse of Cecil Rhodes, who once visited his father. Of all the 
Rhodes Scholars of his year, Fairbridge was the only one who had ever seen him in 
the flesh). After a ludicrous number of attempts to get through ‘ Smalls,’ in which 
his upbringing did not help him, he found himself at last in Exeter College, with 
two firm resolves—first to get his Blue for Boxing, in which undertaking he ran 
neck and neck with, but finally defeated, none other than Julian Grenfell; second to 
voice to the receptive car of Oxford his dream of Child Emigration. But this did not 
mean that he was in any way fanatical, or absorbed in his private dreams to the 
exclusion of wider interests. Witness this: — 


“ The Oxford life, to anyone who truly lives it, leaves no room for regrets. I found 
myself completely absorbed by the spirit of the place. 1 trained vigorously; as long 
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as there was а ратс to play I played it. I was a member of several wine clubs, 
debating societies, and nondescript but pleasing associations like the * Paralytics.' 
| entertained a little and was entertained a great deal, I shirked but few card 
parties, though I neglected roulette and the turf. Before I left Oxford I was on 
speaking and dining acquaintance with perhaps as many men as any man in the 
University." 
A Strange achievement, this mere paragraph, for the uncivilised youngster of the 
Rhodesian veld ! | 


A speech to the Colonial Club gave him his eventual opportunity for self-expression. 
He painted a picture for them—a picture of the manless lands of the Empire—the 
landless men of Britain. He concentrated his attention on the 60,000 ‘ dependent’ 
children of England, orphans and homeless, brought up in institutions, put into 
small jobs at 12 to 14, for which they became too old at 18. He pleaded for the 
establishment of Farm Schools throughout the Empire. He spoke of an offer already 
made to him by the Premier of Newfoundland of a grant of 50,000 acres. The 
speech was a success. That night, in the old Japanese Cafe in the High, the Child 
Emigration Society was born. 


The Dream comes true 


And there, unexpectedly, disappointingly, his book Stops short. It is left to the 
Hon. Sir Arthur Lawley, in an epilogue, to complete the tale. Briefly the tale 
is this: — The scene of the first experiment was not to be his native Rhodesia, 
as he had longed, nor yet Newfoundland, for in March, 1912, he sailed with his 
wife in a crowded emigrant ship for Albany, WeStern Australia, and eventually found 
а small farm (not the present one) near Pinjarra. It was unsuitable, and half 
derelict, but it was the only port in the Storm. It was entirely primitive and in 
а state of neglect, and Fairbridge and his wife had to work with their own hands 
to make it even barcly possible for the first batch of 12 boys to be received. In June, 
1913, a second party of 22 arrived. Every kind of pioneering hardship was met, and 
in addition the most clementary kind of education was a never ceasing problem. 
The War practically wrecked the slender finances of the scheme, but with the 
help of the Perth Committee and the State Government it just held on. Наа 
Fairbridge himself gone to the War it would have been wrecked completely, but 
he was rejected on account of the malaria which dogged him throughout his life— 

"... the great Grey Thief, malaria. Wander as I will, turn and double in my 
tracks as 1 may, he has gone ever with me. When I have nothing to do, he, too, 
does nothing. But in times of Stress and endeavour he winds his mighty arms about 
me and drags me down. So that all through my lite I have had, as it were, to 
fight each battle twice.” 

After the War, Fairbridge made two trips to England. The first resulted in 
his bringing back a sum of /27,000, and the removal of the site to a more suitable 
farm of 3,200 acres. But in spite of easier financial problems every imaginable 
difficulty had still to be met at every turn, and it was not until his return from his 
second trip Home, in January, 1923, that at long last he found himself comfortably 
bestowed in a well-built house of his own with his wife and four children, after 
years of discomfort and homelessness, with the Farm School around him shaping 


415 


like something solid. At this Stage in his life a serious illness came upon him. 
By the grimmest irony of fate an examination in Perth showed that he mus die, 
and on july tgth, 1924, when the first tiny rewards of his life work were being 
given to him, he passed away. 


The Farm School to-day 


To-day there are over 200 children at the Farm School; до substantial buildings; 
over {33,000 expended on capital account and some [35,000 on maintenance. This 
achievement in itself is no more than a drop in the ocean of the problem of overseas 
settlement; moreover, the method is expensive. And yet the principle for which 
Fairbridge $tood—the combination of Child Rescue with Immigration—is a significant 
one. Thousands of town-bred adults have broken their hearts on the Australian 
bush since the War, to become disillusioned, disheartened and deadly homesick; 
for the bush does not deal kindly with those who have not been trained to understand 
it. The Fairbridge scheme deals with children who are not yet formed and set in 
their ideas; their homesickness is over and done with in a few short months; their 
subsequent farm training turns them out useful and self-reliant, natural citizens 
of Australia, with a good prospect of wellbeing. No difficulty has been met in 
finding den employment, and a very high percentage have been more than ordinarily 
successful. The State of Western Australia is behind the scheme whole- heartedly, 
and a Strong Committee in Perth oils the wheels. 


To-day Toc H makes a tiny contribution, as I was privileged to sec one week-end. 
I was invited by a Branch in Perth to go with them on one of their regular visits— 
visits which they make in an attempt to give the young immigrants a touch of the 
* older brother’ kind of friendship, an influence perhaps lacking in the routine life 
of the boys. Тос H in Western Australia has achieved originality in their method 
of dealing with boys; they have evolved a thing which is not quite a Boys’ Club, 
not quite a Scout Troop, not quite a junior Toc H—yet with a touch of all three. 
They call them ‘Corn Tars,’ a name derived from Jackic Cornwall, and they have 
them at work in the Farm School at Pinjarra. 


My own impressions of the Farm were of space, sunshine and general well-being; 
happiness among the children was universal, though some of our late fellow-passengers 
were Still pining for Streets, lamp posts, cinemas and crowds! We were welcomed 
in a building—the Guest к ы eluch will stand as a permanent memorial to 
Kingsley Fairbridge if only because of its indefinable South African atmosphere, 
which I sensed at once, though I knew nothing of South Africa, and nothing of the 
founder's South African origin. It wasa building altogether refreshing and attractive, 
with trellised vincs and a prodigality of grapes. if could have gazed for hours also at a 
superb chapel, the work of Sir Ernest Baker. Another building, less fortunate in 
Style, was in use as an Old Boys’ Club. The children themselves were housed in 
UC built, two-storeyed wooden cottages, cach under the care of a “ cottage 
mother ”’; i shall always remember the refreshing effect of the pleasant wooden 
roofing tiles, after my sensibilities had been outraged for wecks by the universal, 
the [се corrugated iron of Australian dwelling places. 
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I was not at that time a reporter secking impressions, and so took in less detail 
than I might have done; I have hazy recollections somewhere of horses, cattle, land 
under cultivation, apparatus for the teaching of scientific farming. But my mo&t 
vivid memory is one of Bread. There in the farm bakehouse I saw more bread 
than I have ever seen in my life. I was told that it was a day's supply, but to mc 
it seemed Stupendous, a baker's paradise. I Stared for some time at it, until the 
really significant thing about it slowly dawned upon me, the faét which altogether 
lifted it from the level of mere vulgar loaves. The fact, to wit, that it was produced 
from beginning to end by small children; children who, in their native Shoreditch, 
Sunderland or Liverpool would, during its manufacture, have been merely in the 
way, and would have sought to pass the time in overcrowded Streets. 


* * * * 


However, it was a man that I set out to praise, and not a scheme—a woman too, 
for Mrs. Fairbridge was the companion of all his undertakings. Fairbridge was of 
the spirit of Gilbert Talbot, Donald Hankey, Rupert Brooke, Julian Grenfell—men 
who lived gloriously and died young in a world which never saw their full maturity, 
but sensed their power and poise and grace. R. E. W. 


HAPPY MAN: А FABLE 


dn instruchve little piece,‘ lifted’ from the programme ој the N.W. Area Rally (see p. 423). 


HERE lived, in the days of the aeroplane and the telephone, a young man 

who desired happiness above all else. His sire, a pork-butcher and an elder of 
the church, played upon the harmonium in his parlour and was wont to declare that 
it behoved not a young man to be happy, but rather to be good. But the young 
man’s uncle bade him be happy, if indeed he could, for, said the uncle, “ nought else 
was good." The young man, thinking that his uncle's advice had the sweeter 
flavour, began with all his might to seck after happiness. He abjured stiff collars, 
сапу rising, milk-puddings and all labour; for the uncle, who was rich, relieved 
him of all such irksome necessities. 


Soon the young man knew the movie-Stars as the astrologers know the Stars of 
the firmament, and clothed the walls of his chamber with doétored pictures of 
doctored daintiness. No less perfectly he conned the nine hundred and ninety-nine 
different records established on turf and track, on sand and sea, and when any 
records were smashed, he could declare without book who had smashed them and 
all the times and places, besides any bloody accidents by the way. Nay, did he 
not also at midnight on board a pleasure-Steamer, transform the “ Londonderry Аш” 
and six of his father’s hymns into waltzes and fox-trots? 


One day, in the act of purchasing the 6.30 edition of the “ Evening Anesthetic,” 
he came to himself on a sudden and cried ‘‘ Behold me! I am but as a used ice-cream 
carton at the sea's edge and as a Ну on the windscreen of a racing car, and there 
is nought that I can accomplish." And he felt exceedingly small and silly and was 
sore afraid so that the “ Evening Anesthetic’’ slipped from his fingers and flew 
like a hen into а puddle. Then he hastened to his uncle and “ Uncle,” he said, 
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carton on the зеа 5 edge and аз а fly Stuck on Е 

А ught that P^ accomplish." a. his uncle sag Steen, 
accomplish? " And the young man answered “I know по. at 

Ven 1 eos tree I am not free, and that having choice I lack theses 1 On] 

choose. In thought and deed I am but the shadow of what sporting ¢ di to 

people pretend to be." And his uncle said We'll soon put that right and strais 

way bound the young man with a chain to a chair and a desk, where he wron ВИЕ 

his wrist ached and the chain and the chair and the work and the care . i 


pale and sick. And the blains upon his skin were as the Archipelago 5 che kee 
an 


Sea. 

After seven years the chain was loosened and the young man, who was th 
earning {50 a month, acquired a residence in Primrose Way and, whil& stil] passing 
his days at the desk, recreated himself during the night season with Contraa. Brier 
until the dawn crept through the slits of the curtains. And he was accounted 2" 
exceeding pleasant host. One evening when plying his acquaintance with PN 
and “ Horse's Necks,” he came to himself on a sudden for the second time and 
saw the faces of his guests as the faces of cows. And he knew that as their faces 
were, so was his own face and that the cheerio Stamped thereon was a Це. Again P 
was sore afraid and, leaving his guests, hastened to his uncle and said, “ Uncle, & 
cheerio on my face signifies nothing and it is all a lie. I am not as real as a cow 
is, for at least when a cow loweth she lieth not, and, having seen nothing funny 
she grinneth not." And his uncle said '" What is real?” “I know not,” said jit 
young man, “I only know that you have enabled me to accomplish, but my 
accomplishment is no more than a big balloon which concealeth the heavens ши] 
it be pricked with a hatpin, and then is trodden underfoot on the floor of 4 
charabanc.” And the uncle said, “I will show you what is worth accomplishing: 
come, follow me.” Апа he led the young man out into the night. They visited а 
literary coterie, a night-club, a debating society, a male-voice choir, a political meeting 
and an art school. At each place the people said “ Stay with us, for we alone know 
what to accomplish, and here you will be as happy as any man can expect to Бе” 
But the young man saw that for the той part they were but as trams that move 
indeed but know not whither nor wherefore they move. And he hid his face from 
them and moaned. 


At length they climbed up a ladder to a loft where the floor was uneven. And 
there the young man saw the postman and the milkman and a lawyer and a baronet 
and a vendor of Jaces, togcther with a dozen others among whom was his own office- 
boy. They were hatching a plot to come by books for sick folk in the hospital, and 
finding therein much cause for mirth. The office-boy, pointing to a vacant chair, 
told the young man that he would be permitted to sit thereon if he would first engage 
to scrounge books from all the residences in Primrose Way and convey them thither 
in his motor-car. And the young man gasped and gulped and looked at his uncle. 
And his uncle grinned. And the young man grinned and kicked the office-boy and 
promised to do as he was bidden. And when it was closing time they could not 
persuade him to go home. And thereafter the ladder and the loft where the floor 
was uneven became very well-known to the young man. And he was happy there 
and became a member of Toc Н. ALMOST AESOP. 
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jim left 
A : 
5 in Jim’s young life, some 


Parson. Brought up in a Мопс 5 cut out for a 


morning and evening, and Sunda | ћ су 
ternoon, he never 


the usual ' bump of curiosity ’ 

seking the why's and wherefores, 

лоп and thoughts and religious 

became no exception to Jim’s questioning mi 
ing with certain tenets as propounded by the preacher miei i himself disagree- 
Sunday afternoons in class became a time for { е апа eloquent speaker. 


и or discussing the morni : 

: g orning ser 
one 220), ууу а sermon on " Love,” with a parallel taken fae ae 
i uring the war), Ji iom enches 
(it was g ), Jim’s queStioning proved too much for the teacher, a simple- 


minded, God-fearing soul, who reported Jim to the Mini j 

ment in his seeking after knowledge, Jim was bitterly limite ה‎ 
denounced him аз а blasphemer. Slowly it dawned upon Jim that this was but a 
feeble attempt to cover his, the Parson's, own ignorance. Doubt followed doubt 
until Jim was in a sea of bewilderment. 


Back at work Jim was іп conátant touch with a man who called himself an 
‘atheiét,’—a man as unlike Jim’s preconceived idea of an atheist as it was possible 
to be; a more well-mannered, kindly-dispositioned man it was hard to find; a learned 
man and well read; a man who gave everyone a square deal, who sympathised 
with jim’s bewilderment and gently led him to paths of clearer and more reasoned 
understanding. They became firm friends and many were the arguments held on 
religious topics. Jim read with avidity such literature as Some Mistakes of Moses, 
Bible Contradictions, Toldoth Jeshu, The Age of Reason, etc., but it was by no 
precipitate action that he discarded his religion. From the time he was seventeen 
until he was about twenty-two he Sill considered himself а " believer," "though an 
“open-minded " one. Finally he threw the whole lot overboard and emerged into 
What seemed clear daylight. “ There is no God,” he reasoned, “ There cannot be. 
It is all too absurd, too inconceivable.” For the next few years Jim worried little 
about religion. * We are here,” he would say when questioned, “and that's all i 

now. Let’s make the most of our time and work to leave this poor M ч 
а Ше better for our short sojourn,” He found relief in Omar’s philosophy, Е: 
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ће looked upon Christ as a greater philosopher and endeavoured to mould his life 
on the principles laid down by Christ. But to accept Christ as God, ог to pray— 
this he found to be a sheer impossibility. And then Toc H found Jim. 


Once the Padre spoke on Toc Н bcing the means of bringing men back to the 
Church. To Jim this was all rubbish. PG agreed that some members who had 
become but loosely attached to their Church would, through a new realisation of 
duty, findeth their way back— but as for the real ‘ thinker,’ the agnostic—No! Toc H 
could but Strengthen such men’s point of мем and make the Church all the poorer 
by comparison. Jim agreed with Toc Н as ‘ Everyman's Club’; with Toc H as a 
' religion ' for the * nothingarian '—for, after all, wasn't Toc H “а life to be lived”? 
He agreed also with Toc H as an embodiment of the teachings of Chris the 
Philosopher, for to Jim Christ's was the only ‘ practical ' philosophy he knew. But 
he couldn’t go a step beyond that. He never tried to argue in a Toc H meeting 
on religion, for he felt in all seriousness that the case he eld put forward was so 
ЫЕ, so unanswerable, that it may cause the setting up of doubts in the 
minds of other chaps who were perfectly happy in their present attitude and he 
realised that they had as much right to their point of view as he had to his. 


So, eschewing religion as a topic for conversation, how could he conscientiously 
subscribe to the ‘Main Resolution’ when the time came for his admittance to 
Membership? Не paraphrased it to himself something like this: — 

“ Remembering with gratitude how God used the Old House ” (Remembering how 
the Old House was used for good) “ to bring home to the minds of men that behind 
the ebb and flow of things temporal «апа the Eternal realities " (showing how the 
march of time, the beauty of nature, truth and the development of knowledge all 
go оп) “and to send them forth Sirenghtened to fight at all costs for the setting up 
of His Kingdom upon earth” (if ‘setting up his Kingdom upon earth’ means 
Striving to make a better world, who wouldn't agree to do his utmost towards it?), 
‘We pledge ourselves now and always to listen to the Voice of God " (that is, to 
be ever on the alert to do the right and decent thing, to guard against false trails 
and easy paths), “ To know His Will revealed in Cid DX to do it fearlessly” 
(Christ, Jim believed, had laid down the fundamental principles of life, and to work 
for good in any way would naturally mean Christ's way). 


And then, the Toc Н Prayer, Jim invariably remained for the prayer, and often 
repeated ia not," as he confided to a particular friend, “as an appeal to an 
Almighty Being for help. I can't do that. But simply to emphasise to myself the 
necd for these things, to help me to a better realisation of the need for ‘living 
together in love and joy and peace,’ the futility of things unless 7 personally am 
prepared ‘to check bitterness and disown discouragement. It helps a chap no end 
constantly to remind himself of these fundamental needs.” 


Together with a few others, Jim hived off from his unit to another part of the 
town and soon they had a dozen fellows around them. Jim was elected secretary 
and his enthusiasm was contagious. Those were wonderful days, those first two 
years of that new unit. Marvellous Guest-nights were held, when most present had 
to sit on the floor and some had to drink their tea out of basins. The little Group 
grew apace. Prodigious jobs were undertaken and successfully carried out and the 
family ship merrily ploughed its way, buffeted occasionally but riding each storm 
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as it appeared. Jim’s knowledge of Toc H grew; the knowledge consequent upon 
the Study of men’s likes and dislikes, their idiosyncrasies; the Study of human 
relationships. His knowledge of himself grew too, and many were the desperate- 
fights he had to cure himself of much that was inherent in him. Small-mindedness, 
an inferiority complex, a natural urge to take the least line of resistance, snobbishness, 
were all spectres to be fought and conquered, and in the bitter lesson of humility 
he found strength. He was invited to become District Pilot but turned it down 
on the plea of no time. Actually he reasoned “ I'd love to do it but as an unbcliever 
I couldn't do it al? and it wouldn't be fair to Toc Н. I can't do the job, for whilst 
it's all right for an agnostic to become a member of Toc H he couldn't possibly 
be a Pilot." A year later he was again approached and this time accepted the job 
‘on trial.’ He soon realised he had failed. His vision of Toc H lacked something, 
the circle wasn’t complete. ‘ Fellowship,’ ‘ Service,’ ‘ Fairmindedness '—these were 
things he could to an extent understand and follow, but ‘the Kingdom of God’ he 
couldn't understand. The Pilgrimage to Poperinghe was about due and he was 
prevailed upon to hold his hand until they returned. 


The trip was cagerly looked forward to, but any suggestion that it would or 
could possibly affect his outlook on Religion or religious thought was treated with 
quiet disdain. Facts are facts, and by no reasoning or logic was it possible for Jim 
to visualise a God who would in any way be concerned with human relationships. 


The journey out proved most interesting, with the visit to Dunkirk, the bus-ride 
down to Pop., passing through strange country the like Jim had never before seen; 
then Pop. with its quaint streets and houses. The Old House was immediately 
recognised but was bigger than Jim had imagined. It was all very Strange and Jim 
felt out of place until a casual remark by one of the party to Madame, the charming 
Belgian steward brought the reply “ Of course, if M’sieu wishes. This is your home." 
Memories of Stories heard and read of the Old House flooded the mind and the 
strangeness of things disappeared. This was indeed “ home." 


The afternoon spent in touring the Salient was a time never to be forgotten. The 
view from Kemmel, the Pool of Peace, Mount Sorrel, Gilbert’s grave at Sanctuary 
Wood, the awful solemnity of the Canadian Memorial at St. Julien, Tyne Cot, and 
the Menin Gate all had a message which Jim could understand. ‘Man,’ the 
materialist, had caused the terrible shambles of war; man had brought all the 
devastation and agony and death. To what end? Man-made ideas, man-made 
‘ideals '—and they asked their God to bless the guns! А man-made god built in 
the image of man, shaped and re-shaped to suit man’s every mood. What a horrible 
farce! And if, perchance, there should be a God after all? How He mutt recoil from 
all the narrow, hypocritical cant and humbug with which man deccives himself! 
No, no, there is ^ something " behind nature, some unseen force which we cannot 
yet understand but which will be made known some day to the mind of man 
through its great scientists; but a “ Someone "? Never! 

And so back to the Old House where the Padre led the tour of inspection, and 
discovery. On reaching the Upper Landing, Jim was invited to take “ Light." Never 
before had he realised the significance of those words, words which took on an 
added meaning consequent upon the last few hours, and the charge “ Let your light 
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so shine became more than ever the dedication of self to a selfless так... Then 
on to the Upper Room. Jim went with the rest, not so much to attend the short 
Service as out of curiosity born of an intense desire to sce the Place where thousands 
of men found inspiration and help to carry on when everything else bade them give 
up. The Service proceeded and afterwards the party wended their way downstairs 
and so to bed. The Padre quietly motioned Jim to remain for a while and for the 
next half-hour or so they talked, just they two, in the Upper Room. For a fleeting 
moment Jim’s hopes rose in expectation of the Padre’s explaining where Jim had 
gone wrong in his reasoning but that moment soon passed and finally Jim too went 
his way downstairs, Still the agnostic, perfectly sure in his own mind that he was 
right in his attitude towards religion. 


Whilst the party was at Celebration the next morning, Jim took a turn in the garden. 
It was a glorious morning and the world seemed at peace. “ Тос Н,” he mused, 
“ Yes, a perfectly marvellous show. There is the ground floor, Everyman’s Club, 
with its parallel in Toc H to-day. There is the Chaplain’s Room, with its АИ Rank 
Abandon and the parallel in our present day Probation period and Membership. ... 
But what about the Upper Room? АП right to find its parallel to-day amongst 
members who believe in God and all the rest of it, but what about us chaps—and 
there пий be thousands of us? No, the circle of Toc H isn't yct complete for us.” 
The Padre's words of the previous night kept repeating themselves, “ You are quite 
right, Jim, so far as intellectual reasoning goes, but you must realise that the intelle& 
15 a part only of the make-up of man." ... "Thats it. Just like ‘jobs’ in Toc H, 
they are only part of the method and alone would be no more Toc H than running 
a football team. 


The morning was given over to a delightfully informal chat, the party lounging 
on the greensward of the garden. Toc Н was discussed in the light of events of 
the day before and the effect of those events on the minds of the party. The Padre 
led the discussion and new avenucs of thought and action were opened up. Jim sat 
entranced by it all but sorely troubled that he too couldn't sec as the rest seemed to 
see. As a lover of beauty he felt he was losing something infinitely beautiful; as 
а sceker after truth he feared he was missing some fundamental truth. The discussion 
ended and the party adjourned to the Lounge for a sing-song, but Jim didn’t want 
to sing. A terrible fight was going on inside him, his brain was scething with 
unsolved problems and he wanted to be alone to think. Slowly he climbed the 
Stairs to the Upper Room and finding it empty went in. 


After a while he knelt and, kneeling, prayed to the God of Tubby and Pat, of 
G— and of S—, the God in whom all these fellows believed. It was the outpouring 
of a soul which had at long last found relief, there in the Room in which so many 
others had too found rclicf. A wonderful Peace took possession of his whole being, 
he had completed the Circle of Toc H and it was good. 


To-day? Jim is ЯШ“ unattached ” and seemingly will ever remain so. But, often 
when he is alone, tramping a country road or sitting at his fireside, he recaptures 
the atmosphere of that Upper Room with its Communion which brings the Peace 


that passeth understanding. The salt has not lost its savour. JIM. 
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THE NORTH WESTERN AREA RALLY 


On Saturday, October 13, crowds of 
husky young men, and a number of their 
staider elders, descended upon the ancient 
and somewhat somnolent town of Lancaster, 
and woke it up. It was on the whole quite 
pleased about its waking, though here and 
there a trifle dubious about the respectability 
of being hearty in public, where all the 
world | might see and hear. For the first 
time in the history of the Area, its rally 
was this year held away from either Liver- 
pool or Manchester. But the change was a 
good change, and the rally was a good rally. 
Arthur Howard described it as an average 
one, which in his sense it was, for he told at 
the same time a Story whose point was that 
the average is very rarely attained. 

Operations began, as far as visitors were 
concerned, with a Thanksgiving Service at 
5 p.m. in the Priory Church, of which Ben 
Pollard is the Vicar and той massive orna- 
ment, closcly supported by his Warden, the 
svelte Skipper Forrester. Here Bobs Ford, 
specially sent from London for the occasion, 
delighted and inspired his hearers with an 
address on ‘ Vision." Ап inhabitant of 
Lancaster, not a member of Toc H, but a 
life-long church-goer, remarked after the ser- 
vice that never in his life had he heard such 
sincere and hearty singing from any congre- 
gation. The ceremony of ‘ Light,’ also, made 
a deep impression on those Lancastrians to 
whom it was a new thing. 

After the spirit—the flesh: high tea was 
held in the Police parade room in the base- 
ment of the Town Hall. Next came the 
Guest Night, for which the local branches 
had worked earnestly and with trepidation. 
Guests began with disapproval, politely con- 
cealed; they proceeded to toleration, and they 
ended in participation and complete ћаг- 
mony. A Masque, specially written for the 
occasion by Harold Hastings, was presented 
about the middle of the evening. This 
Masque was symbolical of the applicability of 
the principles of Toc H to the days of peace 
as well as to the days of war. It was well 
received by the audience, much to the relief 
of producer and actors. Now came the great 


moment. In reality Jim Burford's talk lasted 
about half an hour, but to his listeners it was 
but a moment. Orators are, and rightly, 
suspect to the average man, who distrusts 
their uncanny power of swaying him where 
they list and he lists not; but there is nothing 
suspect about Jim. He speaks Straight from 
the heart; and what a heart is his! Tales of 
boyhood, hymns and flowers, streams and 
mountains, passed in a visionary progress, 
culminating in thc final inspiring poetry of 
the building of a new world out of the ruins 
of the old. Family prayers, under Arthur 
Howard, closed on a note of quiet. 


And so to bed. Some two hundred stal- 
warts had been billeted in an up-to-date 
school building, kindly lent for the occasion 
by the local Education Authority. Their 
bedding was of the most luxurious character, 
but rumour has it that they did not all sleep 
very well Perhaps the young people had 
had too exciting a day. The softer billets in 
the King's Arms and other similar hostelries 
appear to have functioned extremely well. 


Sunday began with celebrations at 8 a.m. 
at various churches for different denomina- 
tions. After breakfast, Cuthbert Bardsley 
held forth at the Priory Church, Arthur 
Howard at the Presbyterian, Gerry Harmer 
at Skerton, and Michael Coleman at Christ 
Church: altogether a very gallant show and 
a fine preachment. The Family Gathering 
happened at the Dallas Road Schools (where 
the stalwarts had or had not slept the previous 
night). As usually happens, this was, for old 
members of Toc H, the most enjoyable part 
of the whole proceedings. A succession of 
willing victims was put on exhibition; Arthur 
Lodge and Michael Coleman acting as Show- 
men. Some were shy and most were not, 
but all said gallantly what they had to say, 
if not always what they meant to say. From 
such a galaxy it would be invidious to make 
mention of some and omit others, but it must 
be put on record how pleased the gathering 
was to see again old friends like Edgar 
Barrow and the Warden of Bleak House. 
And so home. It was a good rally. 
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THE CHILDREN’S HOUR 


Here are reports on four pieces of service to children during the past summer. The firfl 
two were ' corporate jobs’—one by all the units of Toc Н in a single county, the other by 
one Group; the third was the ‘individual job’ of one member; the fourth, initiated by 
Tubby, forms part of the big scheme for ‘ Tower Hill Improvement.’ 


Те —The Gloucestershire 6 Kids Camp" 


The 1934 “ Kid's Camp," organised by 
Toc Н in Gloucestershire, was held in 
Circencester Park, by the kindness of Earl 
Bathurst, from August 11 to 22. Once again 
the organisers were greatly indebted to the 
Secondary Schools’ Cadet Association for 
allowing them to take over the tentage and 
camp equipment after the Cadet camp ended. 
Thanks to most generous support from the 
people of Gloucestershire and several public 
bodies, it was possible this year to invite 320 
boys between the ages of ten and twelve 
years, an increase of тоо on last year’s effort. 
The cstimated cost of this was £500, and this 
total was reached, and passed, by public 
appeals and personal effort on the part of all 
members of Toc H in the country. 


Team Work 


The boys this year came from the following 
districts : —South Wales, 75; Forest of Dean, 
75; Cheltenham, 50; Gloucester, 40; Stroud, 
20; and the remainder from other parts of 
Gloucestershire. Most of the campers were 
brought in private cars, and on arrival were 
medically examined: Dr. Morley, M.O.H. of 
Cheltenham, and Dr. Grey of Circencester 
voluntarily undertook this arduous job. After 
inspection, the boys’ clothes were packed 
away and they were given a camp kit con- 
sisting of khaki shirt and shorts, shoes, night- 
shirt and, where necessary, toothbrush and 
paste, etc. They were divided into cight 
groups of 40, cach group having a distinctive 
colour which was sewn on to the shoulder of 
their shirts. Three leaders were in charge of 
each group. Many of these were Toc H 
members who gave up thcir holidays to this 
work; the remainder voluntary helpers, some 
of whom were undergraduates and some un- 
employed men; seven South Wales men 
came along with their little tribe. 
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A regular and busy routine, essential to the 
success of any well-run camp, was observed 
—Reveille at 7 a.m., followed by shirts off for 
washing parade; morning prayers, followed 
by breakfast at 8 a.m.; lines inspection— 
the subject of very keen compctition—at 
9.30 a.m.; then * physical jerks,’ admirably 
led by Captain James, to the benefit not only 
of boys but of staff; team games until lunch 
at 12.30; in the afternoon, bathing parades at 
the Circencester Baths, or picnic teas, or 
cricket and football; after tea a concert in the 
big marquce, helped by many visiting con- 
cert parties, by the local Scouts and by a 
conjuror who had rather a nightmare time 
with his audience; then supper, evening 
prayers, and ‘ Lights Out’ at g p.m., to close 
a day which was full of happiness but all too 
short. From ‘Lights Out" to ‘ Reveille’ a 
night duty Staff took over: this was supplied 
by each unit of the Gloucester and Stroud 
Districts in turn. 

On the two Sundays of camp a service was 
held in the afternoon, at which the Ciren- 
cester Brass Band played. On the last Satur- 
day a ‘County Treasure Hunt’ in cars was 
organised, with the additional object of 
showing the boys the Cotswold country. 
Some car-owners took their load of boys out 
to tea afterwards: a typical comment from a 
Forest of Dean boy was ‘ Lumme, Mister, ‘er 
didn’t 'arf give us а good tea—'er paid ten 
an’ fourpence, and they cakes was lovely.” 

Letters were received in camp daily, and 
on two occasions postages were paid on all 
letters and postcards that boys wanted to send. 
Some of the messages despatched were mar- 
vellous, and it was a work of art on the part 
of the orderly staff to deliver some letters 
received, e.g., those addressed to “ The 
Talkage Kids’ Camp," starting with “ Dear 
Tom,” and ending with “ Your loving 


Mother," complete with postal order but по 
indication of the right rccipient. 


Four Features 

Besides the bell and mess tents of the camp 
there were four very valuable special “ depart- 
ments’. The first of these was the Hospital 
Tent, very ably staffed by day by lady mem- 
bers of the Сисепсс ег Division of the Red 
Cross, and at night by men of the same 
Division. They were grateful for rather 
more casualties than last year, though none 
were really scrious. A broken arm on the 
first afternoon was a good Start: the small 
boy who owned it eventually became the 
pride of the camp and was duly promoted to 
' Sergeant Major.’ 

Then, the Cantcen contained all the 
materials of a first-class tuck-shop. Some 
boys were able to bring money with them, 
but others were not so lucky. The leaders 
collected all money brought by boys and 
handed it out as and when required, and 
through special contributions were able to 
give a certain amount of pocket-money to 
those who had none. It was very delightful 
to note the joy with which the boys bought 
small presents for their parents and brothers 
and sisters at home. 

A third feature was the Staff Mess Tent 
and Canteen. This was greatly appreciated 
by the hard-worked staff when, their duties 
for the day over, they were able to meet there 
after ‘ Lights Out’ for talk and discussion of 
to-day's and to-morrow's programme. Some 
of them got to bed before dawn! 

Another very successful item was 
Visitors’ Mess Tent, organised by 


the 
the 


Cheltenham and Gloucester L.W.H., helped 
by a group of ladies from Cirencester. А 
great deal of work went on here, and at the 
end of the time more than /10 was handed 
over to the camp funds. 


Contact 


To sum up—the Kid's Camp not only 
achieved its prime object of giving a fine holi- 
day to boys who, through unemployment at 
home or other cvils, would otherwise have 
had none. It also gave Toc H the best intro- 
duction to many families, a contact which 
should bear fruit in the future. The selec- 
tion of the boys for the camp rested in the 
hands of the County Medical Officer of 
Health and the Medical Officers of Chelten- 
ham and Gloucester, who supplied names 
through their Health Visitors. But as soon 
as the invitation to a boy has been sent a 
Toc H member visits his home and makes 
personal contact with his family. The long 
process of collecting funds also brought 
Toc H in touch with many new friends, 
whom it is hoped to welcome later at 
mectings and guestnights. 

The report ends: “Опе has only to 
attempt such an effort as this to appreciate 
the tremendous amount of love and kindness 
there is in the world on the one hand, and 
the trouble and difficulties there are on the 
other, but Cirencester Park during a fortnight 
in August showed all of us who were privi- 
leged to be there, and the many visitors who 
came along, what love versus trouble, and 
kindness versus difficulties can produce in the 
hearts and minds of three hundred and 
twenty little rascals.” 


2.— Hurst Castle—a Group's enterprise 


Hurst Castle Stands at the point of the 
narrow spit of land which runs out from the 
Hampshire coast and guards the entrance of 
the Solent; a mile of water separates it from 
the Western end of the Isle of Wight. The 
original castle, some of which remains, was 
part of the coast defences built by Henry VIII, 
and in it Charles I was for a short time im- 
prisoned. It is, thercfore, a ‘national monu- 
ment, and is under the control of H.M. 


Office of Works. А short distance away is 
Milford-on-Sea, with an active Toc Н Group 
which includes among its members R. J. B. 
Clayton, Tubby’s brother, formerly of Toc Н 
Malaya. Led by him, the Group conceived 
the idea of a corporate job in fitting out a 
part of Hurst Castle for the use of boys on 
holiday, and running a series of camps there. 
There were certain difficulties about water 


supply and the safeguarding of the historic 
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Henry УШ keep from damage, but in April 
of this year Ronnie Grant, then at H.Q., took 
the matter up, on behalf of the Group, with 
the Office of Works, who met Toc H in the 
friendliest way over it. The place was ready 
for use this Summer and the following notes 
by R. J. B. Clayton will show that the scheme 
was justified :— 

“Те is thought that a brief account of 
Toc Н'ѕ first year of stewardship of the 
Eastern Wing of Hurst Castle may be of 
interest to those through whose goodwill and 
courtesy such Stewardship was made possible. 
As soon as permission for occupation was 
given the local (Milford-on-Sea) Group 
Started work on cleaning up, tidying and 
mending. The fallen door of the old Castle 
was replaced and the ladder leading to the 
roof removed so as to cut off all danger of 
interference with the historic Са е; the 
water supply was tested and the pumps put 
in order, the latrines were repaired and the 
sump and flow-pipe to the sca cleared. Two 
barrack rooms were cleaned out and bedding 
provided for a party of about twenty. Interest 


spread as far as Bristol, and a firm in Bristol 
presented a boat. In the latter half of July 
a party of Rovers came to assist, and did 
further cleaning up and mending of roofs, 
and at the beginning of August three parties, 
Rovers, Scouts and Sea-Scouts took posses 
sion. In the middle of August a party of 140 
lads from the Wallingford Farm Training 
Colony, Benson, Oxford (of which Ronnie 
Grant is Warden), were installed. Of these, 
many were convalescents and many had never 
seen the sca before. In all, rather over 200 
lads used the camp, many of whom would 
not otherwise have had a holiday. 

There was no contretemps of any sort, and 
the camp was throughout ап unqualified 
success. Now closed for the winter the place 
has been left in really good order, and ready 
for next year, complete with gear and bed- 
ding for 150. The boat is laid up for the 
winter in one of the embrasures. The whole 
of the accommodation is already booked for 
August 1935, and it is probable that parties 
will also camp there at Easter, and in June 
and July.” 


3.—The Camp Ship—a Dutch member s job 


The following comes from С. L. ОКАХЈЕ 
С Orange’), Secretary of Amsterdam Group. 

Although we as Toc H members should 
always be on the lookout for those who need 
us, it rarely occurs that we see our job clearly 
before us. This happencd to me, however, 
when carly this year I was at Bilthoven in the 
interior of Holland and had a talk with Kees 
Bocke, the leader of the werkplaats (work- 
shop) of the Children's Fellowship there. 


The ‘Workshop’ 


The “ workshop " is a progressive institu- 
tion for individual tuition and is situated in 
picturesque surroundings where Stately pine- 
woods overshadow beautiful green pastures. 
The pupils range in age from 8 to 17 years 
and represent all classes of society. Not only 
do they receive tuition in subjects of general 
education, but also in practical handiwork, 
such as carpentry, cooking, etc. Sports and 
physical culture in the open air make up a 
good part of the curriculum. One of the 
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methods of cultivating fellowship among the 
children and at the same time of giving them 
object-lessons is to take the whole of the 
scholars once a year for a fortnight’s camp in 
the woods or moors. One one occasion they 
spent a number of days in a loft in one of the 
big cities. One of the ideals of Boeke and his 
helpers for a long time was to get away for 
а ume with a real ship; to roam over Ше 
inland waterways of Holland, to see the 
countryside as well as the villages and towns 
from the water—as they should really be 
seen. How could this ideal be realised? 
Where was a suitable ship? What would it 
cost? Where was the money to come from? 
Just as many difficulties as questions! 

And here was I one morning motoring to 
Bilthoven entirely unaware of all these 
dreams of Boeke and his children, but carry- 
ing with me a definite plan for a Camp- 
Ship which I had already thought out and 
organised; in fact I was already busy fitting 
out the ship (sce August Journat—Continen- 


tal News) and was conversant with all the 
costs, e.g., wages, insurance, fuel, oil, harbour 
dues, food, etc. No wonder that when Boeke 
introduced me to his helpers and pupils they 
showed great interest as they learned their 
dreams were now likely to come true. Their 
gleaming faces were a real picture when we 
walked through the schoolrooms. 


A ‘Job’ 


But, to be quite frank, I had not come to 
Bilthoven as benefactor. Adverse winds and 
high seas in my personal life have driven me 
опа lee shore and I have to carry all the 
canvas I can to reach deep water again. So 
this camp-ship of mine was, and is, intended 
15 a business-proposition. When we came 
down to business and compared the costs 
with the amount available, it appeared in- 
Stantly that the trip was off. (It should here 
be mentioned that this school is maintained 
entirely by voluntary subscriptions; all the 
teachers and helpers give their services volun- 
tarily. The difference was so great that 
Boeke immediately gave up this іса, as there 
was no possible means of filling up the gap. 
In my mind I could sce the faces of all these 
children grow gloomy and I resolved to do 
everything I could to let the cruise go for- 
ward. Here was my chance to carry out a 
Toc H job. To cut a long story short: by 
exclusion of all financial profit and at the 
same time acting myself in a voluntary 
capacity as captain, it was possible to bring 
the cost within the means available. 


Thus I had the satisfaction, on June 12, of 
taking our ship out of Utrecht with 36 boys 
and girls and four teachers on board. The 
ship is named Prins Hendrik and is an 
auxiliary sailing vessel of 67 tons burden, 8o 
feet long, 18 feet beam and 5 feet mean draft. 
She has a motor of 25 h.p., and having been 
formerly used as a training-ship, she has very 
roomy accommodation down below. We 
only had a skeleton crew consisting of a 
Steersman, a motor attendant and myself, but 
we agreed that the pupils should assist with 
the different jobs which required attention. 
This they did in very good fashion. 


The daily life on board was similar to 
camping. Each had his or her own bedding 
and feeding utensils. Half of the “ campers ” 
slept down below, the other half on deck 
under waterproof awnings with sidescreens. 
Cooking, washing-up and table-setting was 
done by the pupils themselves. There was a 
weekly wash-day for clothes; in the mornings 
and evenings ablution benches were rigged 
up. Swimming was part of the daily pro- 
gramme as well as steering, rowing, chart- 
reading and keeping a diary of the daily 
happenings. The older girls supervised the 
younger ones and it was interesting to watch 
them showing the youngsters how to make 
their beds and dress themselves. Also the 
motherly instinct showed itself clearly when 
the older girls put the younger ones to bed 
at an early hour in the evening. The principal 
periods of the day were the meal-times, when 
we all, campers and crew, sat together round 
the big table in the cabin. These were the 
occasions for telling yarns and singing songs. 
Yes, the singing was really beautiful. There 
was a small organ on board and a couple of 
violins and the children sang with trained 
voices song after song with real feeling. The 
atmosphere on board was that of a large well- 
ordered family, and never in my life have I 
seen such a group of big and small children 
together where mutual respect and a self- 
sacrificing spirit were so predominant as in 
this Children's Fellowship. 


The Voyage 

We came down the big rivers, covering 
distances of 30 to 40 miles per day, dropping 
anchor on the way at places of interest. At 
nightfall a sheltered berth was always looked 
for, so that a good night's rest could be en- 
sured. After cruising through Zealand and 
the estuaries of the Scheldt, where seals and 
porpoises played round our ship, we paid a 
visit to Ghent in Belgium, giving the children 
the treat of seeing a foreign country and 
Ше“ sensation ” ot passing over the frontier. 
One afternoon we had on board, as guests, 
a group of Belgian school children. From 
Ghent in the South we journeyed North, 
visiting Dordecht and Rotterdam, with their 
big bridges, imposing harbour-works and 
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huge liners. From there we shaped our course 
through the low-lying district of West- 
Holland, where a man sails with his ship 
several yards above the land level and sees 
the picturesque farmhouses and herds of cattle 
in the hollow. Then through the beautiful 
lakes with delicious swimming, we passed on 
to Leiden and Haarlem, and further north to 
Ymuiden, where we saw an enormous British 
Steamer entering through the largest locks in 
the world, еп route to Amsterdam. Through 
the North Sea Canal we proceeded to our 
capital city of Amsterdam, where we visited 
the Ford Factory and saw the interior of an 
East India liner. From here we returned to 
Utrecht (near Bilthoven) where we arrived on 
July 3, after three weeks of splendid outdoor 


life, sunburnt and feeling in excellent form 
and without having had the slightest mishap. 

‘These children have acquired much 
valuable knowledge and experience in an 
original and agreeable manner; they have 
Studied the geography of their native land in 
a unique way; they are all efficient rowers 
and swimmers; they have studied the charts 
and maps, steered the ship, and for the rest 
of their lives they will always know what 
port and starboard means. 

While “ seeking for no reward,” а Toc H 
member is human cnough to long for love 
in return, and I encountered so much 
friendship from all participants, big and 
small, that those three weeks will always 
remain to те a mo$t pleasant memory. 


4. Т.е Children’s Beach, Tower of London 


The picturesque opening of the “ Children's 
Всасһ” on the foreshore in front of the 
Tower of London, the first of Tubby’s varied 
projects for the restoration of Tower Hill to 
be realised, was described in the August 
JounNar. Tower Hill Improvement, the body 
responsible for the maintenance of the Beach, 
present this report of their first season : — 


" With the passing of Summer Time, the 
Council for Tower Hill Improvement now 
report that the Children’s Beach will be closed 
until next Season. 


“ Since the Beach was formally dedicated 
by the Bishop of London on July 23, the 
attendance on the Beach has averaged 1,000 
per day. The largest single attendance was 
5,000 on the first day of the School Summer 
Holidays, when the children appeared for the 
first tide in the morning and waited on Tower 
Wharf for Low Tide in the evening. 


" In addition to the Waterguard and Beach- 
guard provided by the Council, the Metro- 
politan and River Police have included the 
Beach in their Patrol; so that adequate super- 
vision is ensured at all times. The Royal 
Humane Society has also provided apparatus 
again$t any emergency. The anxiety of 
parents near Thames Side for the safety of 
their children has been allayed by the pro- 
vision of this beach. "This is borne out by 
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rcports from the River Police that the Tower 
Beach has drawn children from other un- 
guarded parts of the River. On Tower 
Beach itself there have been no accidents, and 
any minor cuts and bruises have been dealt 
with by the attendants. 


"In some quarters it was held that the 
River water could not be healthy for bathing. 
This has been negatived by the report of the 
Medical Officer of Health for Stepney, who 
visited the Beach and reported that it could 
not fail to benefit the health of the children. 


“ Owing to the large attendance it has been 
found necessary to provide extra public con- 
veniences, and the Stepney Borough Council 
are now considering this matter with a view 
to having such facilities ready for 1935. The 
Metropolitan Саше Trough & Drinking 
Fountain Association has kindly consented to 
install a drinking fountain, and 15 соПаБога- 
ting in this matter with the Stepney Borough 
Council. 


“The Council for Tower Hill Improve- 
ment feel that, while the Beach was in the 
nature of an experiment, it has now been 
proved of real benefit to the children of the 
neighbourhood, and that, with the suggested 
improvements, should next year Still further 
prove its worth to this crowded East End 
and Riverside population.” 


Miscellaneous Advertisements 


VISITING YPRES? Capt. Leo Knox, late A.S.C., 
Teceives fellow members for 5/- per day. English 
1094, quiet, 10% dis. to Тос Н off tariff. SHANNON 

Оти, opposite Menin Gate. 


TOC H PRINTED STATIONERY FOR GROUP 
OR BRANCH USE. тоо sheets, two MM 5/-; 
Спе colour, 4/-; post free. Xmas Cards for private 
9r Branch use from 3/6 per dozen. Samples 3d. 
‘Hr "STAR" Pruss, 2, Ratcliffe Cross Street, 
Commercial Road, London, 1#.:. Phone: East 3366-8. 


_ PAYING GUEST IN GERMANY. А young 
German couple would welcome а young paying 
guest, male or female, in their home in Freiburg- 
im-Breisgau. Moderate terms. Strongly recom- 
mended. Apply PILGRIMAGE SECRETARY, 47, Francis 
Street, S.War. 


TOC H HOUSE, BOURNEMOUTH —Noted for its 
comfort and company both winter and summer. 
Handy for everything. Permanent and temporary 
506515. Men only. Book early to prevent disappoint- 


ment.—Terms, apply: Resident Warden, 20, Poole 
Road. ; : 


E WINTER EVENINGS—the time for HOBBIES. 
Send for our 4o-page list of Books and Blue Prints. 
They will help. PERCIVAL MansriALL & Co., LID. 
15-167, Fisher Street, London, W.C.r. < 


NOVELTIES, Paper Hats, Balloons, Masks and 
Novelty Musical Instruments for Dances and ай 
Festive occasions. Illustrated List No. T.H. 1543 
free. Dudley's Ltd., 451 Holloway Rd., London, N.7. 


Novelties & Decorations 


FOR 


CARNIVAL DANCES, BAZAARS 


ETc. 
VISITS TO OUR SHOWROOMS INVITED. 


VICTOR К. GINN & Co. 16 RED LION square, 


HIGH HOLBORN, W.C.1 


CHANCERY 7651. Lise Frcc. 


BAGSTER'S for BIBLES 


Prayer Books, Apocrypha, Students’ Books 
in Greek and Hebrew, Devotional Books, 
Cards, Post - Cards, 

Catalogues Free. 


15, Paternoster Row, LONDON, E.C.4 


Through Cannon Alley from St. Paul's Cathedral, North Doar. 


Pictures, Verse 


Calendars. 


STRANGERS 


in their own land 
Deaf and Dumb....... such afflictions 


call for imagination and reflection to com- 
prehend the utter loneliness and isolation 
endured. The help rendered by 
THE ROYAL ASSOCIATION 
IN AID OF THE 


DEAF & DUMB 


aims not only to brighten and uplift the lives 
of the sadly afflicted, but to render real 
service to the community by helping many 
to become self-supporting. 

Since its formation the Association has up- 
lifted many. thousands of lives grievously 
handicapped. Its specially trained workers 
minister to the needs of over 5,000 Deaf 
and Dumb in London alone. 

Will you not share in this work? Kindly 
send a gift now. GRAHAM W. SIMES, 
Secretary, 413, Oxford Street, London, W.1. 


NEW 
TOC H PUBLICATIONS 


The following are now obtainable clearly 
printed In two colours on white card, 
size 8ins. x 5ins., sultable for framing ог 
passepartouting for your headquarters : 


THE MAIN RESOLUTION. 

THE OBJECTS OF THE TOC H 
ASSOCIATION. 

THE CEREMONY OF LIGHT. 

THE CEREMONY OF INITIATION. 

THE TOC H PRAYER. 


Sold as a Set - - Price Sixpence. 
Order from the Registrar. 


ALL HALLOWS PUBLICATIONS 


All orders to be sent to the Secretary, All Hallows Porch Room, Byward Strect, ЕС 
Where two prices are given, the first is for single copies, the second, per dozen. 
Postage is extra on all the following prices. 


THE CHURCH BANGWENT SERIES 
History ОЕ ALL HALLOWS, BERKYNGECHURCHE. Uniform Price, 6d.; 5s. 
By Canon Mason. 15.; 95. 
А VADE Месом TO THE CHURCH. за. 


ALL HALLOWS INTERIOR. A drawing by А. A. 
Moore. Colour. 22 in. by 16 in. 1. 


PHOTOGRAPHS OF INTERIOR. 24. 
Views OF ALL HaLLOows. 12 photographs, 


т. The Gen. By P. B. C. 
2. Why Men Love England. By Sir Kenyon 
Vaughan Morgan. 


3. The Salient Facts. By Rev. G. H. 
Woolley, V.C., and P. B. C. 


snapshot size. 15. per packet. As изд ој Mer By P. B. C. 
Vern Sap. A selection of All Hallows’ '* Way- 5. Magic Persian Carpet. B P. Be c. 
side Pulpits." 3d.; 2s. 6d. 6. Onward Bound. By Verrier Elwin. 
Pepys ON Tower HILL. 69., 55. 7. A Tribulation of Tower Hill. Canon 


Mason. 
8. As of a Lamp. Fr. Gerard Sampson, С.К. 


CHRISTIAN LIVING 9. Great Tower Hill Regained. By P. B. C. 


Instruction то. In Death not Divided. By Р. В. С. 
WrrkDav CHRISTIANITY (Routledge Series), Ву 11. Four Thoughts on Toc Н. 
P. B. C. and L. С. А. 6d. 12. The Holy War and Grace Abounding. 
Тик PRAYER LIFE or MAN סאג‎ Вох. Ву Chapters from Јоћи Bunyan. 
P. B. С. 3d.; as. 6d. 13. Field Marshal Standfast. Lord Plumer 
AN INTRODUCTION TO WonsHIP. Ву Rev. Е. L. and Toc H. By P. B. C. 
Barnes. Mowbray, 1s. 14. Toc Н in Action. By P. B. C. 
Hr Works IN IHE City, By P. B. C. Re- 15. ''Siddy." Major Guy Sydenham Hoare. 
printed from the Daily Express. 2d. By P. B. C. 
Devotion PICTURES 
“Tar Upper Коом.” Ву P. B. C. 15.; 105. 


: Ал, HALLOWS INTERIOR. A drawing by A. A. 
A SERVICE OF THANKSGIVING AND REMEM- Moore. Colour. 22 in. by 16 in. 18. 
BRANCH. By P. В. С. 39.; 25. 


Ак OLD FASHIONED MANNER OF FAMILY PRAYER. PHOTOGRAPHS OP INTERIOR. 2d. 


ad. Views ОЕ ALL Hatnows. 12 photographs, snap- 
Five OLD CoLLECTS гов Toc Н. 1d.; od. shot size. 1s. per packet. 
STEPPING STONES. 29.; 15. 69. Тнк Џргек Room, POPERINGHE, 1916. А draw- 
“Tae CARPENTER/S BENCH.” А Hymn. Ву ing. 14 im. by то im. 4d.; 35. 

P. B. C. ad. Tue ОрркЕк Room, Tasot House. А postcard 

in colours. 2d.; 15. 6d. 
FOR TOC H “ HERE 15 А QUIET Room.” 4d. 3s. 

Tne ROLL עס‎ THE ELDER BRETHREN. 45. 6d. Снаге, or LirrzLE 'ТАгвОТ HOUSE, YPRES. 


сї in. yin. 64.; 45. 6d. 
GILBERT ТАшот. Canon Scott Holland. за. Е 


EARTHQUAKE Lovr. Ву P. B. C. Published by Тик Тос H PRAYER. In two colours. Stiff 


Geoffrey Bles. 3s. 6d. paper, 11% in. 6d.; 4s. 6d. 
LETTERS FROM ELANDERS. Ву P. B. C. Preface Тик Tower or Loxpon. Reproduction in 
by B. B. Centenary Press. 5s. 64. colour of an old print. 6d.; 4s. 6d. 
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ii 


HOLIDAYS FOR THE BLIND 


It is some years ago now that certain London units began to do a job for the blind, 
through the Servers of the Blind League, and the job has now spread far afield. The 
following report of this year's progress has reached us from the Chairman of the League's 
Executive Committee, Major the Hon. CuristorHer Lowtuer. Toc H members wishing to 
help should get in touch with J. C. Cox, Langford, 6, Grange Gardens, Pinner, Middlesex. 


“ We never had such a holiday in our lives." want to come home! The members of the 


" Please thank Toc H for the bc& holiday we 
have ever had." Such is the tenor zd the 
letters the Servers of the Blind League have 
had from those blind people and guides who 
have been away under the Holiday Scheme 
this summer. And so we аге most grateful 
for a little space in the Journat in order го 
pass on these messages to all those Toc H 
members who have contributed in any way 
towards our Scheme for giving holidays to 
the blind. Аз a result of the special appeal 
for offers of hospitality in this connection, 
made by Mr. J. C. Cox of Pinner, referred 
to in the March issue of the ,1גאתטס[‎ 161 
blind people and their guides were given a 
week’s holiday this year. This is an increase 
of 75 on ай year’s numbers. No less than 
45 Units took part in the Scheme, repre- 
senting the following Arcas:— West Mid- 
lands, South Western, Eastern, Yorkshire, 
Southern, South Eastern and East Midlands, 
and the fortunate guests travelled as far 
afield as Goole, Holyhead, Kingsbridge, the 
Isle of Wight, Ramsgate and Felixstowe. 
The holidays given varied from a party of 
four camping in a hut under Toc H super- 
vision, which we hear was a great success, 
to à visit in a private house about which we 
hear that “ the lady with whom we are stay- 
ing is very kind and obliging, and altogether 
if we were people of consequence we could 
not be better looked after. We have been 
having a fine time down here, literally being 
‘killed by kindness’; taken out for long 
rides in cars and out to tea etc., we shall not 


local Toc H seem as if they can’t do enough 
for us.” 


In another instance we are told on his 
return that “it is the first holiday George 
has ever had. There is only one fault, they 
treated him too well, and I am the victim, 
for he has not ceased talking about it.” We 
wish that space would permit us to quote 
from many other letters in the same strain, 
but the following extract is typical and very 
illuminating: —“ We had a той glorious 
time, both as to weather and hospitality, they 
were all just splendid people and could not 
do enough for us—Mr. and Mrs. A, our 
host and hostess, in particular, and we have 
formed friendships that will in all proba- 
bility be of lifelong duration.” 


We would like, on behalf of our blind 
members and guides, to thank here all Toc H 
Units who took part in the Scheme, but 
having had it so deeply instilled into us that 
Toc H does not want thanks, we will not 
venture to say anything so personal, but we 
are indeed grateful for all the hospitality given 
and kindness shown to our blind people. To 
Mr. Cox, the Toc H member who so kindly 
undertook to make the Scheme known to new 
Units, and who was responsible for all the 
preliminary arrangements, our gratitude is 
unbounded, and we hope that he will feel 
that the great increase in the number of holi- 
days given this year is some recompense for 
his time and trouble in connection with the 
Scheme. C. W. LowTHER. 


The Shining Hour 


Теаснев: What is a therm? 
Boy: A microbe that gets into the gas meter 
and causes galloping consumption. 
% * * * 
Тваснек: What are the races that have 
dominated England since the invasion of 
the Romans? 


Boy: The Derby and the Grand National. 


+ зе * * 


"ГЕАСНЕК: What is a volcano? 

Boy: A mountain with a hole in the top, and 
if you look down you can sometimes see 
the Creator smoking. 
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THE FAMILY 


CHRONICLE 


From Australia 


О “ Traveller's Tale ” has reached us this 
month from 'Regron, our embassy 
from home to Australia, but here are а few 
notes on their progress. These last few 
months the ‘ Regron ' trio has been kept very 
busy in different spheres. Since June it has 
not been able to meet as one team. Ronald 
Wraith has been in Queensland, grappling 
manfully with the problems that scattered 
area presents to him. Two months there are 
being followed by another turn in New South 
Wales, for he is to devote next year to these 
two Areas. ‘Greeno’ has been in Victoria, 
is now in South AuStralia, and spends 
November in Tasmania. He has been having 
a busy time with District, Branch and 
Group officers. News of Vittoria is good; 
some new and splendid work goes forward 
there. Rex Calkin has travelled a second 
time to Brisbane, Melbourne and then 
to Perth. Australian Headquarters arc 
in Adelaide and he is acting as Australian 
Commissioner until he leaves in December. 
The new Australian Executive took over 
its duties in August. In addition to the 
Australian Commissioner, it consists of the 
following:—Hon. Area Commissioners: 
F. O. Chilton (acting, New South Wales); 
J. С. Arkell (Queensland); К. K. Wood 


From the 


Goop news from the United States of 
America comes wrapped up in the once 
defunct news sheet The Sign. Edited at 
Rock Point by Padre Jim Hubbard it makes 
a welcome reappearance after the silence of 
a year. This report is taken liberally from 
this typewritten contemporary of ours to 
which we send our wishes for a long life. 

Ег about Jim Hubbard, who, as the 
Journat reported in July this year, has set up 
a Community of Toc H men at Rock Point; 
here is his report: “ From January, when 
three of us came to Rock Point, to September, 
we have had a total of twenty-five men 
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(South Australia); Geo. Record (Tasmania); 
С. H. Brock (Vicloria) and Е. J. Huelin 
(Weslern Australia); Hon. Treasurer: J. Н. 
Hammond (Adelaide); Convenor of the 
Australian Guard of the Lamp: D. M. 
Cleland (Perth). 

A new and almost uniform Constitution 
for the Arcas is nearing approval. Each of 
the Arcas is clecting half its Area Executive, 
the other half being men sclected by the 
Area Commissioner and appointed by Ше 
Australian Executive. There is much activity 
at the various Headquarters, for it is on 
November 1 that the new Area Executive 
Start their first year of office, and all members, 
Groups and Branches become part of the one 
Association, “ Toc H the World." Evidence 
of good team-work is apparent in the 
Strengthening of the Distriél method where 
the distances between units allow. Some 
members are busy saving, for they have hopes 
of secing the Old Country in 1936. There 
have been Festivals in Adelaide and Perth, 
and Tasmanian members rally in Hobart on 
November 3. Gucstnights and conferences, 
service and services, reading and thinking— 
there is much doing and much to be done in 
the building of this young fellowship of 
Toc Н in Australia. 


U.S.A. 


working with us for two days or more, 
making an equivalent of one man for 1,843 
days, or over five years. This number has 
included four ministers or Seminary Students. 
During the period, Toc H has provided 
ministers or lay readers to preach or conduct 
forty-one services in the Diocese, added to 
which the work put in at Sir Wilfred Gren- 
fell's establishments, such as Dog Team 
Tavern, brings the number up го seventy- 
four. Two men have been put at the disposal 
of the Minister at the Mission Farm (о help 
with his wooding, haying, corn-cutting, and 
soon. Не has been provided with the equiva- 


lent of one man for 112 days at по сой to 
him even for their keep.” 

One of the Бизе months for the team was 
July, before the Fourth Annual Young 
People's Conference, which was held from 
August 6 to 16. In preparation for this ten 
days wood had to be cut and hauled in suff- 
cient quantities to keep two large hot water 
heaters and two huge Stoves running con- 
tinuously. Many tons of sand and gravel 
were dug, сапса and sprcad on the long road 
that leads to Rock Point. In the middle of 
this work the hay crop needed gathering, so 
road tools were downed and the insignia of 
husbandmen assumed. Eventually one 
hundred and twenty young people arrived 
for the Conference, coming тобЦу from the 
North-Eastern States. They all slept at the 
Toc H house in the charge of the members 
there. Each day began with a Celebration of 
Holy Communion, breakfast was followed by 
Bible Study and modern questions in the 
light of Bible teaching, such as “ Christ and 
Japan," " Faith and Moral Problems." So 
the day went on with intercession services 
and Church music classes until the last act 
of the day, the Sunset service, which was 
held in a spot overlooking Lake Champain, 
flanked by the rugged and purple Adiron- 
dacks. | 

Washington has fathered with pride a new 
Group on Columbia Heights, Coleman 
Jennings handing them a Rushlight in June. 
One feature of that mecting was a review of 
the progress of the team of men who were 
responsible for the new Group. One member 


retailed all their accomplishments and lauded 
their successes until it was the turn of the 
“ Devil's Advocate " who probed their weak- 
nesses and failings; then, with this summary 
before them, the Group applied themsclves 
to the consideration of their future. The 
Mark in Washington did not close down for 
the Summer this year, as it has done in the 
past; iced tea and home-made cakes kept the 
members mind from the almost unbearable 
heat. Hospital Libraries, Big Brother work, 
Rover Scouting, and visiting the Hospital for 
Incurables, have’ continued throughout this 
trying time. The Mark is full: Washington 
has sct itself to its task. 

The Manhattan Group has been quite active 
in spite of the tropical summer and the 
slipping away to the hills of some of its 
members. Without any formal programme, 
members met week by week to discuss the 
winter season and the finding of a corporate 
job, and in what way Toc H can become 
more vital in the life of America to-day. 

Summer weather did not cause the closing 
down of the Boston Group either, contrary 
to the practice of previous years. Jobs were 
carried on and mectings well attended. 
Visiting at the State Hospital was freely in- 
dulged in, to the great content of the in- 
mates, most of whom have no relatives near. 

The experience of the little Toc Н team 
at Rock Point was that “ Меп came for a 
weck and Stayed two; others registered for a 
month and Stayed all the summer.” May 
that spirit continue to permeate the whole of 


Toc H in the САМ 


From Palestine 


Some pictures of the Toc H ‘House’ at 
Ramleh appear on Plate ХХХУП. A mem- 
ber, writing home in late September, reports 
that the Group now consists of 13 members 
and 7 probationers: its mainstay is the R.A.F. 
Stationed there. He says, “ То Бе as pessi- 
пс as І сап, I do not think that Toc Н 
will ever ‘ fall through ' here; we are getting 
much too well known on account of jobs 
that аге really useful and of benefit to others 
for that to happen." The achievement of a 
house of their own has been a great venture. 


Et 


It is an old Arab building of queer shape 
(part only of it is shown in Plate XXXVII, 
No. 1), built їп patches over a period of 
several centuries. Its walls are very solid, 
18 inches thick, and “the verandah safe for 
half a dozen blokes to jump on.” “ When you 
look at the photos,” says our correspondent, 
“will you try to bear in mind that when 
Бгд we went in there, there was not a Stick 
of furniture and the only place to sit on was 
the floor. Also the whole place was very 
dirty, the whitewash was falling off the walls 
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and ceiling, and to crown the lot there was 
а smell all over it which can best be described 
as ‘unwashed Arab.’ Now we have white- 
wash on the ceilings, the walls are colour- 
washed and painted, the Stairs are now safe 
to walk up; we possess 26 chairs, all of "спа 
siton-able, a settee which seats four and 


which will carry two more on the arms, four 
tables and many kitchen utensils necessary 
for the making of tca or, for that matter, for 
providing a jolly good dinner for visitors— 
ask Наа.” For much of the furniture the 
Group is indcbted to the treasurer of Toc H 
Jerusalem. 


From Ceylon 


Arter a five-day visit to Ceylon, marked by 
extraordinary enthusiasm on the part of all 
sections of the community, the Duke of 
Gloucester left the island on September 24 (as 
the Ceylon Independent puts it in a huge 
headline) ‘‘ amidst dazzling Stir.” His final 
afternoon brought him in close touch with the 
big job of Toc H Colombo, among native 
Street boys. As President of the National 
Association of Boys’ Clubs of Great Britain 
he visited the Toc H Slave Island Boys’ Club, 
which is affiliated to the N.A.B.C. It was a 
delightfully informal call at the Club 
premises at Ambawatta Mills. The Duke 
was received at the entrance by that redoubt- 
able member, Sir Herbert Dowbiggin, Presi- 
dent of the Club, Alec Gammon, Secretary 
of Colombo Branch, E. S. Bodger, Jobmaster, 
J. A. Tarbet, Vice-Patron, and a Guard of 
Honour of the 17th Colombo (Toc H) troop 
of Scouts. He walked briskly to the Club 
house by the lakeside, all lit with red, white 
and blue electric lamps, and there was met by 
R. C. Kerr, who is in charge of the ‘ Junior 
Section’ of the Club. He saw three classes 
at work and was espccially amused and in- 
terested by the Nature Study class; he spent 


some time in tracing, through a series of 
photographs, the growth of the Club from its 
twelve members in 1927 to the present 
membership of 4o Juniors and 15 Seniors. 
He was then treated to what the Ceylon Inde- 
pendent describes as “ a miniature Perahera ” 
on the brilliantly lighted lawn. What this 
implies can be gathered from the newspaper 
report :---* To the strains of heevist, rendered 
with almost professional skill, a miniature 
** Perahera " then advanced, from the rear of 
the Club, complete with fire ball manipu- 
lators, ‘ Lee keli ` players, ‘ Kandyan ' dancers 
and three ‘ Elephants” (all “ tuskers ") one 
of which bore a “relic,” ап‘ Adigar’ in full 
dress with his umbrella bearer, сс. Having 
made a circuit of the tennis court, the ' pera- 
hera?’ came to a halt and was “ inspected " 
by His Highness, who showed obvious signs 
of merriment, especially at the composition of 
the ‘elephants.’ The lads who took part in 
the ‘ Perahera’? were drawn from the Toc H 
Boys’ Club (17th Colombo troop), Pettah 
Street Boys’ Club (25th Colombo troop) and 
the W.C.T.U. (gth Colombo Group) of Boy 
Scouts." His visit ended with a boxing dis- 
play by the twelve Street Boys’ Clubs. 


From New Zealand 


We pluck news of our family in New 
Zealand from the September number of the 
Ventilator. lt seems they tackle strong meat 
of all kinds, and the following reference to 
Herbert Leggate is a little gruesome. "Know 
ye all men by thesc present, that from the 
beginning of September and until the end of 
the year we shall be dining off large slices of 
Herbert. Knowing our cannibal propensities, 
he has deferred to local usage, and for this 
occasion only has consented to be the piece 
de resistance." 'ТҺе English family will be 
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glad to know the slices are going down well. 

'This is also another tough proposition. It 
refers to the Christchurch Branch. “Оле 
of our recent meetings provided worth while 
discussions from which practical results are 
now being put into operation. ‘The Un- 
employed : How Тос Н can best help them’ 
-- How to spread Toc H Тос H and 
the Orphamages,” etc., екс” The practical 
result, apart from the knowledge obtained, 
is that the Branch now stands in loco parentis 
to an orphan boy. One of the family has 


been appointed our representative to regulate 
our visits, gifts and activities in connection 
with ‘our son.’ 

Lastly, these two short paragraphs about 
" Membership" show that Toc Н New 
Zealand are alive to the dangers of family 
growth. For us at home they are worth 
repeating: “The new handbook, Rules of 
the Road, reminds us that a man becomes 
а member by the vote of the committee of 
his Branch or Group—not at his initiation. 
In his application the candidate asks to be 
made a member, and promises to serve: he 
offers special times and qualifications for ser- 
vice. Then after trying him out the family 
says “Yes’ to his request. The essence of 


the process lies in those two quiet and free 
decisions—his and ours. If we keep this fact 
in mind we ought to see—and to show—more 
faithfulness and continuity and less emotional 
ebb and flow in our Toc H life. 

Another much need reminder is that this 
would-be member must be proposed and 
seconded by two members who know him 
personally and intimately and who declare 
from their certain knowledge and judgment 
that he is the sort of person the family should 
adopt as a member. After all, a member is 
literally a limb, and a limb must be joined 
to the body by living tissue, joints and articu- 
lations—in that case the existent members 
who are nearer to the heart of the family.” 


From Hong Kong 


A picture of a very “ Lone " Unit meeting 
reaches us from УУ. С. Clark of Hong Kong: 
it has the authentic touch of home :--" Pic- 
ture a crowd of mostly young fellows, some 
drawn from offices, some from the Army and 
the Navy; the air thick with cheery greetings 
and humourous nick-names; the majority 
wearing a black tic with gold and silver 
Stripe; most of them in little groups, seriously 
but cheerfully discussing the pros and cons of 
some ‘job’; a seemingly complete lack of 
organisation—yet, with things somehow 
sorting themselves out. Picture this, and you 
would feel that you were secing the early 
Stages of a school rc-union dinner with all the 
stift and heavy crowd left out of the list of 
invitations. Something like this happens 
twice each week at Crawford's, when Toc Н 
foregathers. А Steak-and-kidney-pie dinner 
follows and, though it may weigh heavily on 
the mind (and other parts) of some of the 
older guests, it appears to be dissipated like 
à cream puff by this voracious crew. 

Afterwards, if the piano has recovered 
from its last week's pounding, “О Rogerum" 
and other similar lowbrow songs prevent the 
(we trust not too observant) guest from 
noticing the crashes of crockery as the ‘ boys’ 
clear away the dining table ready for the 
serious part of the meeting. 

At a signal from the Chairman there is 
silence, the lights go out one by one and the 


Light of Remembrance is lit. We are all 
brought up with a jerk. Toc H is a club of 
right-minded young men, but it is more than 
a club; it is the heritage from our Elder 
Brethren who have gone before. 

Our guest is introduced—our friend, the 
Bishop. He tells us of his experiences among 
the lepers in China; as his tale unfolds we 
are all of us seeking in our own hearts, 
realising how far short we fall of this simple 
man, who, in a manner just as simple and 
Straightforward as he is himself, tells of the 
suffering and the persecution of these poor 
men and women. Сап Toc Н help, wc 
wonder; this is surely a job for medicals 
alone, we argue in our hearts, but we know 
that Toc H in Calcutta (and Singapore) have 
faced up to the question and said Toc H will 
help—and they have. Toc H in Hongkong, 
if a leper colony is eStablished within easy 
reach, тий help as their brothers in other 
places have done. Тће Bishop goes. “ Don't 
get up for me," he says to the assembled 
crowd, who, however, with more serious 
faces than before his talk, are all standing up 
to wish him “ Goodnight.” 

Now for the јЈобтабег5 innings. А 
fellow in hospital without friends has to be 
visited and cheered. Something else—the 
padre, Harry Baines, appeals to fellows to 
beg, borrow or steal socks, shirts, collars and 
ties for disposal to soldiers discharged from 
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prison to make the homeward journey on a 
P. & O. liner with only a civilian suit to 
cover themselves. Volunteers are forth- 
coming. 

Any ' grouses ' can now be aired; there is 
usually a humourist whose Star now shines. 
The grouses are promised attention according 
to their merits. Time is getting short and 
apparently someone thinks that is al! we can 
do for to-night, so we prepare to closc. 
Again lights. The Padre leads prayers. Мо 
muttering here, the prayers are known and 


they are understood by these men who, 
though not very " churchy," would Strongly 
oppose any movement which would render 
this moment less reverent. We close with 
family prayers and that other splendid prayer 
—" Teach us, Good Lord, to serve Thee as 
Thou deserves, to give and not to count the 
cost . . ," Big things to say. We all realise 
how hard it is to live up to this standard. 
But we are trying. The lights come on 
again; we turn to the fellow who is " going 
our way," and so to our homes. 


The Home А reas : 
From the Northern Area 


Our last despatch (November, 1933!) 
commented on the departure of our then 
Area Padre who was returning to Church 
work. It is fitting, therefore, that this des- 
patch should begin with the arrival of a 
successor. Allan Bostock reported for duty 
as Padre of the Northern Area at the begin- 
ning of October. He is not a Stranger to the 
Area, as some few years ago he was Branch 
Padre at Middlesbrough, and he is certainly 
not a stranger to Toc Н but a Foundation 
Member who knew and loved the Old 
House. Padre Bostock has already met some 
of our units and it is obvious that he is in 
for a good innings. The North may take 
its time, but, by gum, a real Northern wel- 
come is something to write home about, and 
the North is welcoming Allan. 

The limits of the Area were reduced in 
April by the hiving off of Cumberland. It 
was a wrench to say аи revoir to our Cum- 
brian friends, but our loss is very definitely 
the Lakeland Division’s gain. The advan- 
tage of a geographically smaller area is in the 
more intimate relationships that are now pos- 
sible for Staff, both with individual members 
and with units. 

Whether this is the reason one does not 
know, but it is true that a change has come 
over the Area as it now exists. For what now 
seems a very long period, the Arca appeared 
to be just hanging on. There scemed to be 
no progress. Economic conditions were 
largely responsible, but so also were poorly 
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mixed units. Several units were lacking in 
articulate leadership in addition to being ill- 
balanced both in class and creed. Quite 
suddenly the Arca began то change. 
Membership generally reached up to a 
higher — standard. Morc training was 
demanded and a better understanding of the 
challenge of Toc H. Units began to develop 
and build. In some cases new units аге 
either definitely contemplated or have been 
Started. In others, units are all out to make 
their membership as mixed as possible and 
truly representative of their respective com- 
munities. 

A start has been made in the Durham 
Coal Fields and further extension is now 
being tackled. ТЕ present intentions develop, 
the number of units on Tyneside should 
rapidly increase. Perhaps one of the той 
significant developments is with District 
Committees, most of which are Striving for a 
better Standard all round and are giving 
leadership to their units. 

The reason for all this is not entirely 
because economic conditions have slightly 
improved. Neither is it due to pressure to 
increase the number of units. Rather is it an 
expression of a dcep conviction that in the 
principles of Toc H lie the solution of many 
perplexing problems— personal and corporate 
—and that these can be worked out by a 
true understanding of the one word summary 
of the two great Commandments— Fellow- 


ship. P. H. K. 


From the four London Areas 


In December, seven new Lamps for Lon- 
don will be brought home from the Regional 
Lamp-lighting Festival in Leicester. This is 
how they will be divided among the four 
London Areas on their return:—NortH: 
Crouch End, Grange Park and Tottenham; 
East: Dagenham; Sourn: Sutton and West 
Wickham; West: East Molesey. 

In the spate of lesser Festivals in that 
month there will be four events in London. 
The Area Birthday Festivals, one in each 
corner of London, will do a lot to help each 
Sill callow Area to feel something of its 
own personality. Two of these will happen 
on Saturday, December 19. At the York 
Hall, Bethnal Green Baths, will be gathered 
the ЕаЯ London Area and the L.W.H., and 
their guests, after a Thanksgiving Service for 
members at АП Hallows. The Southern 
London people will have their Thanksgiving 
at St. James’, Hatcham, where Alex Birk- 
mire is to preach, and later a Festival Even- 
ing at the Goldsmiths’ College, Great Hall. 
A production of * The Child in Flanders,” 
and some worth-while singing and music 
will give an opportunity for artists within 
the Area and from outside to play their part, 
and Owen Watkins will be the speaker for 
the evening. Later in the month there will 
be "étag.parties " in the other two Areas; 
Guestnights for Тос H members, pro- 
bationers and male guests; for Northern 
London on Thursday, December 13th, at the 
Prince of Wales’ Road Baths, Kentish Town, 
where Owen Watkins will speak; for 
Western London on Saturday, December 
sth, at the Lime Grove Baths, Hammer- 
smith, with Jim Burford as speaker.* 


Eastern London Area 

This dispatch must go on to give a little 
detailed news of cach Area in turn. To Start 
with the Easr: here is a communication 
about the " Southend Week-end '—ап occa- 
sion when all members of district committees 
in the Area are invited to spend a Saturday 
night with members of the Southend Branch, 


* For the benefit of the Provincial reader we 
Baths at this time for the usual purposes, 


They are not a 


devoting the rest of the week-end to dis- 
cussions and “ getting to know each other ” 
at their meals together in a hall nearby. 
“ Whatever the intelligentsia may say about 
it, people do enjoy themselves at Southend. 
We certainly did. Some 50 of us, all mem- 
bers of ЕаЯ London Рута Teams, dwelt 
there for a weck-end (for the eighth con- 
secutive year) and tried to visualise our 
winter’s work. We had two main concerns: 
Jobmastery and bringing in new friends. 
District ]Jobmaéters аге planning their 
winter's work and units аге selecting their 
trainees. By the third week in October. we 
shall be under weigh and trainees in the 
various Districts will spend six months meet- 
ing experts, finding out why and how they 
do their jobs, studying local conditions and 
gaining local knowledge. The aim of the 
course is not that every man who takes it 
should become an expert in all the many 
branches of 'Social Service' but that he 
should know the local experts, know where 
information is to bc found and be able to 
use his knowledge to the full when he be- 
comes Jobmaster. ‘A Toc H that does not 
develop is not the real Toc H. A Toc H 
that does not grow is a contradiction in 
terms,’ said Bobs Ford at the week-end. We 
spent a session thinking about this—exten- 
sion within existing units and new growth to 
be guided by the District Teams, and re- 
solved to do our bit in welcoming new 
friends." 


Northern London Area 


In Моктнекм London there is an effort го 
do something about singing. Меп with 
voices, or experience, or even would-be 
singers, are going to get together and see 
what they can do together. If all goes well, 
some of them will appear for the first time 
“ publicly ” at the Area Festival Guestnight 
in December. Also the Berlin College of 
Music-Singers were welcomed at а recent 
זאו‎ Guestnight, and their visit created 
a great impression. On the administrative 


note that the London members do not meet in 
‘wet? crowd.—Enp. 


435 


side, an attempt is being made to forge а 
closer link between District teams and the 
Area Executive. District teams will report 
on various aspects of their work at each Area 
Executive meeting, and the Area Chairman 
is visiting all District team meetings. 
‘Groping’ is in progress at Whitchurch, 
Finsbury Park and Tufnell Park. 


Western London Area 


In Western London, Bobs Ford is begin- 
ning his work of special training (about 
which more later), which means that he 
is following up his own work in previous 
months as Area Padre. The line of attack 
takes the form of a course of special training 
for District Team men. Bobs has pointed 
out that if this training is to be worth while 
a certain amount of present responsibility 
and efficiency may have to be temporarily 
sacrificed. Men coming into the scheme arc 
being asked to regard it as an opportunity to 
increase their own cquipment and servicc- 
ableness to the family. There has been a 
change in the Chairmanship of the Arca, Bill 
Cain succeeding Bill Berry in this office. 
Different methods of working are being 
tricd, the Executive being divided into four 
‘teams,’ each with special responsibilities. 
Мой of the real work of the Executive will 
be done by one or other of these teams, who 
thus will come together more intimately and 
be able to function more quickly and сйес- 
tively {һап under the old зубет. А new 
Group has been sanctioned at New Malden, 
and there are hopes of another in North 
Battersea. 


Southern London Area 


бойтнекк London, during the раб 
summer, have been running week-end camps 
of Districts, Branches and Groups, Branches 
plus bunches of unemployed men, etc., at an 
Area Camp site at Bromley Common. A 
piece of ground has been lent by Mr. A. C. 
Norman, thirty pounds was borrowed for the 
purchase of equipment, and half of this has 
been paid back (at a shilling a time for a 
week-end). This has provided great oppor- 
tunities for mecting informally during the 
summer, and next year may see greater usc 
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of these weck-ends. About fifteen men spent 
a summer week-end with managers of the 
Oxford and Bermondsey Club, sceing the 
work of the clubs, and considering what 
should be done to help, as so many leaders 
of Toc H have come from the clubs in 
Bermondsey (e.g., Alec Paterson, Barkis, 
Hubert Secretan, Leslie Wood, etc.), while 
not enough others have gone back to replace 
their leadership. Мо great results have come 
from this weck-end yet, but there arc signs 
that the clubs are going to be reinforced a 
little quite soon. Several districts are dividing 
themselves into more convenient shapes, the 
Wandle District having been born out of 
Croydon District, while onc half of the Dover 
Road District is shortly to become the 
Shooters Hill District. To start off the 
winter, District Secretaries spent a rather in- 
formal weck-end together in Tubby's cottage 
at Bishops Stortford. 


Staff Changes 


The next “ quarterly list’ of addresses and 
things will show what changes there have 
been in the whole-time staff of London. 
Nortuern London have welcomed Padre 
Е. М. Robathan as Area Padre, David 
Wallace now having his whole time avail- 
able for EAsr London. In Western London, 
Padre A. F. Watts has come in the place of 
Bobs Ford, who has Started his “ training " 
work. боотневх London, who have no Area 
Padre until March, 1935, are looking for- 
ward to having Gilbert Williams with them 
then. But with all these changes, some con- 
cerns of London life go Steadily on. The 
London Sports Club has opened its new 
season with гес soccer elevens and five 
ХУ” at Rugger. The London Entertain- 
ments Committee have set on foot a scheme 
of giving anyonc in each of the Areas who 
is kecn on the drama an opportunity of 
taking a share in the production of some one- 
act plays. There will be more news of this 
later. In the meantime there will be produc- 
tions of Wilhelm Meyer-Forster’s “ Old 
Heidelberg” at the Old Vic and Sadlers 
Wells Theatres on November 27 and 26 
respectively. | 


